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GEORGiS ALLEN. 



Jjt There is not, perhaps, in the world, cer- 
^^^tainly not in New England, more lovely 
Vj scenery, than can be found in the valley of 
the Connecticut 
JL Nature seems to have expended her store 
'^^of loveliness to grace the whole course of 
this noble river: and let any one, who 
thinks he must cross the Atlantic, to find 
views worthy of being immortalized by his 
pen or pencil, go to the spot where the Con- 
necticut takes its rise, and follow its wind- 
ings, as it flows majestically towards the 
^ ocean, until its clear waters mingle with 
^ the dark waves of Long Island sound, and 
O I will venture to say, he will return home, 
N willing to admit that sublimity, or beauty 
of scenery, may be found in our own dear 
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4 GEORGE ALLEN 

lafid, in at least equal perfection, with the 
far famed vales of Greece or Italy. 

If a traveller in the western. part of Mas- 
sachusetts should pass through the village of 

S , one of the many little towns which 

seem to the delighted eye, to realize all 
that has been said, or sung of the groves, 
and y^tes, of Arcadia, he could not fail of 
being attracted by the picturesque situation 
of a farm-house on the east bank of the riv- 
er. It stands on a swell of land ; overlook- 
ing the Connecticut, as it sweeps round a 
projecting headland, curling its sparkling 
surface into snowy waves, as though in- 
dignant at being forced to turn out of its 
way to wind round the base of the dark 
gray rocks, which look down upon it so 
frowningly. 

This dwelling is one of those hospitable, 
generous looking houses, which give one a 
favorable idea of the owner, from the com- 
fort and cultivation, which siui'ound it. 
The front of the house is almost covered 
with a luxuriant woodbine, that h^s climbed 
to the top of one of the ample old-fashioned 
chimneys, and even wound its tendrils 
round the overhanging boughs of a vener- 
able elm, which stands near the door, with 
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the ends of its long graceful branches ac- 
tually touching the ground, and thus form- 4 
ing a perfect arch, or natural portico, under * 
which you must pass to enter the front 
door. 

The long range of barns and store-houses, 
which are seen in the back ground, speak 
to the passing observer, the richness and 
high cultivation of the fan% and setm to "^ 
indicate the abode of peace and happiness ; ,^ 
but how little can we judge of man by 
his outward circumstances. The meanest 
laborer on that farm, may well be an object 
of envy could such a feeling enter his 
breast, to the man who calls all these fair 
fields, £ind abundant crops his own ; for the 
most abject poverty is not so hard to bear, 
as the bitter reproaches of a self-accus- 
ing conscience. Twenty years ago this- 
man thought himself the happiest of human , 
beings ; his farm was productive, his health ^ 
good, and his heart was bound up in the 
happiness of his wife and child, his bright- 
eyed, fearless boy, whom he saw in imagi- 
nation taking charge of the farm, and 
cheering his old ^age, with his respectful, 
affectionate attention, to his comfort and 
that of his indulgent mother. 
*1 
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GEORGE ALLEN 

At this happy period of his life, the light- 
i^ hearted farmer might be seen one clear cold 
day in January, harnessing one of his well 
fed, high spirited horses, into a bright red 
sleigh, which was highly ornamented ; and 
had a border of roses painted on it to please 
the fancy of the little idolized boy, who 
vithhis coat, and fur cap on, stood at the 
sittinf-room window, watching his father's 
motions, with eyes beaming with delight, 
at the thought of a visit to his grandfather, 
who lived on the opposite side of the river. 
" Come, George, the sleigh is ready," 
said the smiling young man, as he tied the 
impatient horse to the great elm, and turned 
to meet the beautiful child who sprang from 
his mother's side into the arms of his father, 
who placed him in the sleigh, and after 
• assisting his " bonny wife " to seat herself 
and carefully wrapping the buflfalo skins 
round them, took his station and giving the 
reins to his horse, turned towards the river 
which was now a smooth sheet of ice, and 
so thick that, as the sleigh flew rapidly over 
it, the horses feet sounded as though he 
trod on a solid rock. 

To the happy little party everything 
looked gay, and the bright, cloudless sky, 
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had never seemed so clear, or the sparkhng 
fringes of isicles, which himg on every tree, 
and bush, so dazzling. This was their 
boy's filth birth day ; and God in his mer- 
cy had preserved him in health and loveli- 
ness, while every day, gave the fond pa- 
rents some new proof, of his intelligence, 
and affectionate disposition. In their opin- 
ion, their child was absolutely perfect, 
though a less interested person, might have 
said, the boy was too daring, too much dis- 
posed to gratify the desire of the present 
moment, without looking forward to the 
consequences ; and not sufficiently atten- 
tive to his parent's advice, and sometimes 
their commands. But then he was so fond 
of his parents, and so grieved when he had 
offended, that these little defects were over- 
looked by them. 

Their horse flew over the ground, so 
swiftly, that in little more than an hour 
they had reached *^ the old place^^ as they, 
called it, which was ten miles from their 
residence, and were warmly welcomed by 
the kind old grandfather and grandmother. 
After they had taken off their coats and 
cloaks the old gentleman called for the 
TODDY STICK, and mixed a large tumbler-full 
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of ARDENT SPIRIT and watci, well sweet* 
ened with maple sugar, and seasoned with 
nutmeg. Of this, all present partook, and 
little George, ran from one to another, tast- 
ing, 2is each in turn received the tumbler, 
and lest he should not have enough, his 
grandmother made some toddy for him^ in 
a little silver mug, rather sweeter, and not 
quite so strong. Thus was this child of 
many hopes, and fond anticipations, early 
accustomed to associate pleasant recollec- 
tions, with the fatal cup, that was to be to 
him more deadly ; than is the blasting poi- 
son of the Upas tree, to the ill-fated ones 
who are doomed to drink of it. 

At a short distance from the house was 
a rapid river which flowed into the Connec- 
ticut, where were assembled a number of 
- boys, eagerly trying their skill in skating ; 
their appearance was so attractive, as they 
chased each other over the sparkling ice, 
now gliding in difficult figures, now dart- 
ing along in a line, and wheeling, at the 
word of command from their leader, and 
then advsmcing in single file, that George, 
who had been watching them from the 
window, and shouting and clapping his 
little hands, as some one of the skaters, 
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less iskilfiil than the rest, stumbled, or made 
an awkward motion, which exposed him to 
the ridicule of the others, came to his 
father and looking up in his face, said en- 
treatingly. '' Do, dear father, let me go 
out with the skaters : cousin Charles and 
Sam are there, and they will take care of 
me." His fond mother objected to this, 
lest he should take cold, or get hurt by the 
others; but his father, who was always 
proud of his boy's hardy constitution, and 
fearless disposition, laughed at the fears of 
his wife, and saying, ^' George must learn 
to be a man," put on his coat and cap, and 
took him to the boys, who were delighted 
to receive him, and promised to take care 
of the merry little fellow, and learn him to 
skate. Believing that he was safe with his 
cousins, his father left him, and returned to 
the house, where he found Friend Isaiah 
Rogers, a ftuakerfneighbor. seated by the fire. 

Friend Rogers was, even in those days, 
a strong advocate of temperance, and did 
all in his power, to convince people of their 
error in supposing that a little ardent spirit 
did no harm. 

On the present occasion, he was violently 
opposed in the opinions Jle expressed, re^ 
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specting the beneficial effects produced by 
(kinking ardent spirits, in cold weather. 
^'I am sure," said old Mr. Allen, "you 
must acknowledge any one feels the cold 
less, if he takes a little hot toddy, before 
he goes out to work ; I know when I am 
cutting timber in my wood-lot, if I did not 
come home once in a while and take some ; 
I should freeze. "But if thee did not 
drink at all, thee would not feel cold, John, 
it is because the rum weakens thy system, 
that thee must take it often, or the first " 
feeling of strength it gives, would be gone, 
leaving thee in a much worse condition 
than before ? . I think there are not many 
men in New England who can bear fatigue, 
and cold better than myself, and I never 
taste rum." 

" I know it," said the old gentleman, 
" but you never have been accustomed to 
it, and do not feel the need of it as I do." 

" If thee cannot give it up thyself, thee 
can refuse it to thy children," said the 
duaker, taking up the silver mug, which 
had been filled for the little boy, " Should 
thy child live to be a drunkard, my young 
friend," turning as he spoke to the happy 
father, who wy seated at the window, 
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watching with parental fondness, his little 
son's fearless movements on the ice, as he 
followed the skaters, "should thy child 
live to be a drunkard, and bring thee bro- 
ken-hearted to the grave ; thee will bitterly 
repent teaching him to love this poison." 
" Do not be concerned, friend Rogers, my 
boy will never be hurt by my teaching ; 
he never sees me intoxicated, and he knows 
I despise the vice ; no, no, my good sir, a 
man is never injured by moderate drinking^ 
and I look on ardent spirit, as one of the 
many good things God has given us, to re- 
fresh us in our labors, and if some will 
abuse the use of it, and ruin themselves by 
it, is that any reason that I should give it 
up entirely? Some men eat so immode- 
rately, that they bring on apoplexy ; shall I 
for that reason live on bread and water ? " 
" Certainly not, because food, though it 
may be improperly used, was intended for 
the support of man, but thee cannot say the 
same of rum, it is not a natural production, 
but a wicked perversion of some of the gifts 
of Heaven ; it was not known till a few 
hundred years ago ; and it was soon dis- 
covered that a small quantity of it would 
kill an animal ; thus proving beyond doubt, 
that it is a most fatal poison." 
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The good duaker was here interrupted, 
by a wild scream, which rose from the boys 
on the river, and some of them were seen 
running to the house ; while the others col- 
lected in a group, and seemed to be making 
efforts to break the ice. The yoimg farmer 
darted out of the house, followed by Friend 
Rogers. They had not proceeded many 
steps, before they were met by the boys, 
screaming, " George has fallen into a hole in 
the ice," — " he is drowning," " Oh ! come 
quick, or he will be dead." — The frantic 
father, rushed to the spot, where his child 
was struggling, and finding that he could 
not reach him, as the current had already 
born him some distance under the ice ; he 
dived under it, and was in a few moments 
so beniunbed with cold, as to become in- 
sensible, and was drawn out by the Quaker, 
who taking off his coat and putting it round 
him, directed part of the boys to carry him 
to the house ; and seizing a large pole which 
lay on the bank, he ran down the river some 
yards, below the place where Qeorge had 
fallen in. He used the pole with such 
strength, and skill, that a hole was soon 
made, of sufficient size to admit him, then 
fastening a io|p which had been brought 
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ty the boys at the first alarm, routid his 
waist, and telling them ^' to keep a tight 
hold," he dived into the rapid current. As 
the boy came by^ whirled through the chill- 
ing waters, which seemed madly hurrying 
him on to destruction, the good man suc- 
ceeded in arresting his progress, and was 
instantly drawn out of the river by the boys, 
who gave vent to their joy, in loud shouts ; 
but their rejoicing ceased, when they saw 
that George lay in the arms of the duater, 
apparently lifeless, with closed -eyes, and 
drooping head. The icy current had chill- 
ed his blood, and his pure spirit seenifed to 
have left its frail though beautiful habita- 
tion, and returned to the bosom of its Creator. 

A change came over the young faces of 
those who were a moment before, filling the 
air with their merry laughter ; as they 
crowded round with anxious eyes, to look 
on the hapless boy. — Slowly and sadly, 
did they bear him to the house, and fear- 
fully did they anticipate the agony of the 
fond parents, when they should learn that 
death had taken their only child. 

As they entered, they found the father 
just recovering from his swoon ; for the res- 
cue of the boy, had been accomplished in a 
2 
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much shorter time, than it has taken to re- 
late it. 

When he saw his son in the arms of the 
good man who had risked his own life to 
preserve that of the child, he groaned aloud, 
and in the most frantic manner, reproached 
him for preventing his own attempt to save 
him, and in his anguish, exclaimed, " Oh 
God ! since thou hast taken my child, take 
me also, I do not wish to live " — " what 
had my boy done, that he should meet so 
cf uel a death ? — why was he taken from 
me ? — I wish I had perished with him." 

" Be calm," said the Quaker, " and see if 
thee cannot restore him to life, perhaps he 
is not dead, but if he should be ; submit to 
the will of God, and not merit his displeas- 
ure, by thy angry mm-murings against him 
who gave thy child, and has,^ perchance, tak- 
en him from much temptation and misery, 
in this world, to heaven ; where sin and 
sorrow enter not." 

As she heard these words, the young 
mother eagerly sprang from her kneeling 
position, by the bed, on which George had 
been laid, and where she had remained hold- 
ing his little hand, apparently stupified by 
the intensity of her grief, imheeding the; 
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wild despair of her husband, or the silent 
• tears of her aged parents, and coming up to 
Isaiah Rogers, she looked eagerly in his face, 
and said, in a voice scarcely audible, " can 
we do any thing for him ? Oh ! if you can 
tell us of any way, to bring his spirit back ; 
do it, and God will bless you forever.'' 

The good man, though he could not con- 
ceal his own emotion, entreated her to re- 
strain her feelings, and. he would use all the 
skill he possessed, to restore her dear child 
to her again. Friend Rogers was a man 
who had read much, and made a practical 
use of his knowledge, whenever he could 
do good by it. He had often heard of the 
means resorted to for the resuscitation of 
those who have been a long time in the 
water, and now thought that as George had 
been in the water but a few minutes, there 
was much to Ijope for, and immediately 
commenced his exertions to restore anima- 
tion, by stripping and rubbing him, and. 
using all the means prescribed by physi 
t cians in such cases. 

Long and anxiously they watched his 
pallid countenance, but no sign of life ap- 
peared ; his blue eyes were half closed, his 
white lips parted, as if to speak, and his bright 
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golden hair hung its profusion of curls, wet 
with the fatal current which had wrested 
his life from him, round his beautiful fore- 
head. Oh ! could it be that one so loVfely, 
so innocent, and so cherished, was to be 
thus rudely snatched away from his fond 
parents ? 

His mother kneeled by her first-born, 
with a countenance so colorless and death- 
like, that had it not been for the eager ex- 
pression of her dark eyes, as they watched 
the movement of the (Quaker, an pbserver 
of this painful scene would have thought 
she had shared the fate of her boy. 

For more than an hour did the benevo- 
lent man exert his utmost skill, and make 
eve^'y effort in his power, for the restoration 
of the boy's life, but in vain ; no returning 
breath heaved his little bosom, no intelli- 
gence beamed from his (;losed eyes, and 
he seemed more like some perfect piece of 
workmanship, from the hand of the sculp- 
tor, than a being who, but a few hours be- 
fore, had been rejoicing in all the gaiety of 
a young and happy heart. 

Mournfully the good duaker turned away, 
deeply grieved that his exertions should 
prove ineffectual ; when a scream from the 
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mother, arrested his attention ; he turned, 
and with feelings which I will not attempt 
to describe, beheld the object of his anxiety 
heave a sigh so deep and long drawn, that 
it seemed as if his bosom would burst in 
the struggle ; and then a shudder which 
ran over his whole frame, and even shook 
the bed. on which he lay, spoke to the al- 
most breathless spectators, the fierceness of 
the contest between the spirit of life, which 
was striving to return to its habitation, and 
the dread being who seemed unwilling to 
relax his stern grasp on his beautiful vic- 
tim ; but the king of terrors was soon van- 
quished, and sullenly retired, leaving the 
conqueror to send breath through the child's 
frame, and bid the current of life resume 
its course. 

A deep glow covered his face, as the 
warm blood came rushing from his beating 
heart, his blue eyes opened, and obedient 
to the first impulse of his affection, he 
threw his little arms round his mother's 
neck, and murmured that word, the first 
the infant learns to lisp; that word, which 
in after years will throw a spell over the 
sternest spirit, the sweet name of mother. 

At the sound of this endearing word from 
♦2 
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the lips of her boy, the feelings which had 
been struggling in her bosom, found relief 
in tears ; she clasped her recovered treasure 
in her arms, and wept. 

There is nothing in this wide world, so 
pure, so like heaven, as a mother's love. 

The sweet minstrel of Britain thought 
thus, when she said : 

" It is but7?W<Ze, wherewith, 
To his fair son, the /aiAcr '5 eye doth turn, 
Watching his growth. Ay, on the boy he looks, 
The briffht, glad creature springing in his path, 
But as the heir of his great name ; the young 
And stately tree, whose rising strength, ere long. 
Shall bear his trophies well. And this is love ! 
This is mans love ! What marvel ? You ne'er made 
Your breast the pillow of his infancy, 
While to the fullness of your heart's glad heavings 
His fair cheek rose and fell, and his bright hair 
Waved softly to your breath ! You ne'er kept watch 
Beside hira, till the last pale star had set. 
And morn, all dazzling as in triumph, broke 
On your dim, weary eye ; not yours the face 
Which, early faded through fond care for him. 
Hung o'er his sleep, and, duly as heaven's light, 
Was there to greet his wakening ! You ne'er smoothed 
His couch, ne'er sung him to his rosy rest, 
Cauffht his least whisper, when his voice from yours 
Had learned soft utterance; pressed your lip to his 
When fever parched it ; hushed his wayward cries 
With patient vigilant, never-wearied love ! 
No ! these are woman's tasks ! In these her youth, 
And bloom of cheek, and buoyancy of heart, 
Steal from her, all unmarked." 
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George's mother turned from him to Isa* 
iah Rogers, whose glistening eye and trem- 
bling lip showed, that though long accus- 
tomed to the command of his feelings, and 
noted for his habitual calmness, the (Qua- 
ker was not insensible to the softening in- 
fluence of woman's tears, and when the 
grateful mother took his hand and said, 
'' though I cannot find words to express 
my feelings, I will love you, and pray for 
you while I have life, and teach my boy to 
love you. Oh ! if it had not been for you, 
my child would now be dead, and I should 
never hear his little voice again ; how can 
I thank you, what can I say ? " she covered 
her face and wept aloud. The good man 
could no longer restrain his feelings, and 
turning hastily away from her, he went to 
the window to conceal his tears ; but when 
he had nearly succeeded in calming this 
unwonted burst of emotion. Mi;. Allen, who 
had been silently holding his son to his 
breast, as if to assure himself that it was 
all reality, came to him, and seizing both 
his hands, said, with a trembling voice, 
and his whole countenance beaming with 
gratitude, " God bless you ! God bless you ! 
you have saved my son's life, you will have 



20 GEORGE ALLEN 

your reward in heaven for this ! " He 
leaned his head on the window, and cover- 
ing his face, gave free vent to his feelings, 
which were not tHe less overwhelming, that 
they had been so long pent up in his heart, 
struggling with his stern habit of self-com- 
mand. 

As soon as he could speak, the duaker 
said, " Thee dost wrong in thanking me, 
so warmly, for the child's life, and not re- 
membering that I was only the instrument 
in God's hands ; that it was He, and not I, 
who sent breath into the lifeless body, even 
as when Elijah prayed for the child of the 
widow. Let us thank Him for his good- 
ness to us in blessing om- efforts." 

The good man then made a fervent 
prayer, thanking God for his kindness to 
the now happy circle, and entreating that 
the child who had been again given to • 
them, might be preserved from temptation 
and sin, when he became a man, that he 
need not have reason to wish he had been 
left to find his grave in the river which had 
so nearly deprived him of life. 

The loved one in whose behalf this 
prayer was offered, lay in his mother's arms, 
with his earnest face turned towards the 
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Quaker, his blue eyes fixed on his coun- 
tenance, listening attentively to this pious 
request for his welfare ; and so deep was 
the impression made on his young mind by 
this scene, that in after years, when, sur- 
rounded by the gay and vicious, he was 
raising the sparkling Avine cup to his lips, 
or with a loud voice and scoffing tone, was 
profanely ridiculing the holy word of God, 
or taking his sacred name on his lips, as he 
sat at the gaming table, the recollection of 
the (Quaker's prayer, would steal over his 
mind, and the wine was put down untast- 
ed, and the oath remained unuttered. 

The next -morning was bright and cloud- 
less, and the young farmer returned to his 
home, with his wife and boy, rendered still 
dearer to them by the perils to which he 
had recently been exposed. 

Mr. Allen belonged to that class denomi- 
nated good moral people ; that is, they com- 
mitted no crimes, discouraged by their ex- 
ample all gross vices, and attended meeting 
regularly every Sabbath ; but they took no 
heed of the concerns of the soul ; and one 
would have thought they believed " death 
to be an eternal sleep," so entirely were 
they absorbed in the cares of this world, so 
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utterly did they disregard all thought of a 
future existence. 

Feeling and thinking thus, of course 
their son, who continued to be the one in 
whom their whole affection centred, as 
they had no other children, was educated 
with reference only to the comfort and hap- 
piness to be obtained during the small part 
of his life which was to be passed on earth, 
and no provision was made to prepare him 
for a higher state of existence ; and the con- 
sequence was, that as he grew up, with an 
ardent temperament, an eager thirst for en- 
joyment, and a disposition which, though 
he obstinately resisted all opposition to his 
will, rendered him susceptible of being 
easily influenced by the artful and design- 
ing, who flatter when they intend to de- 
stroy. He had no strength to resist temp- 
tation. , 

His father wishing him to become distin- 
guished as a literary man, and proud of his 
talents, sent him to a distinguished classical 
school, at some distance from home, to 
prepare for college ; here he soon became 
remarkable for his scholarship-, and rapidly 
rose to the highest rank in the academy, 
was flattered and caressed, by his instruc- 
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tors, his company sought by all the intel- 
lectual inhabitants of the town, and at the 
age of eighteen, he returned to his parents, 
with a highly cultivated mind, a daring, 
speculating, and rather Atheistical habit of 
reasoning on all subjects, too high for human 
understanding, a most exalted opinion of 
his own brilliant talents, and, what render- 
ed him more liable to temptation a remark- 
ably fine face and figure, joined with 
graceful and polished manners. 

After remaining at home a short time, 
he was sent to college, where he passed a 
strict examination with great honor, and 
was admitted to the Freshman class. 

Thus was he sent forth to commence 
the tempestuous voyage of life, with no 
chart to point out the shoals and quick- 
sands, on which he might be wrecked, no 
compass to direct his course, no rudder to 
his bark, and no instructions as to his des- 
tined haven, or even a thought or care, 
whether he should reach one at all. 

What wonder then, that he was wrecked, 
and on the very rock, which in the esti- 
mation of his father, lay farthest out of his 
course. 

Foolish man ! what could he tell of his 
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son's course, when he had given him na 
principle to guide him, while the syren 
voice of pleasure was sounding in his ears, 
pressing him to partake of " the red wine 
cup." In one word, George Allen becamef 
intemperate. He was destroyed by the love 
of ardent spirit, which had been fostered, 
and encouraged in childhood, by his mis- 
taken parents; who thought they should 
save their son from the whirlpool of intem- 
perance, most sm*ely, by placing him withm 
the outer circle of its raging waters, that 
he might become so accustomed to the dan- 
ger, by being continually under its^ influ- 
ence, as to see more clearly, the destruction 
with which it threatened all who approach- 
ed it. 

Alas ! the motion was so imperceptible, 
that he thought not of resisting, or escap- 
ing, until he found himself in the very 
centre of the whirling waves ; and about 
to be engulfed forever, in the frightful 
abyss. 

Warm-hearted, and fond of gay company, 
and having plenty of money at his com- 
mand, he was a fit mark for the unprinci- 
pled and vicious, who could bring art and 
sophistry to aid them in their dark designs, 
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on the unsuspecting innocence and confid- 
ing frankness of George. 

There were in college when George 
entered, a number of dissipated young men, 
who were deeply engaged in the detestable 
amusement, if it can be so called, of gam- 
bling ; no sooner did they become acquaint- 
ed with George Allen, than they formed 
the design of enticing him to become one 
of them, and accordingly with that cun- 
ning, which seems to be taught such char- 
acters, by the Prince of darkness, so suc- 
cessful is it, and so well calculated to deceive 
the unwary, they proceeded cautiously in 
their diabolical design. 

One beautiful evening about a month 
after George entered the college where he 
was to become the victim of sin, the most 
debasing in its effects, and ruinous in its 
consequences, he was sitting in his room, 
thinking of what might be his future course 
of life, and full of bright anticipations of 
future honors and happiness, a member of 
the junior class, who- had been very polite" to 
him, and had already won his friendship 
by his kind attentions, knocked at his door, 
and was instantly admitted. 

3 
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" Good evening, my dear fellow," said 
he, affectionately placing his hand on the 
shoulder of the young stranger, "we 
thought you would be lonely here ; and 
should be much pleased to have you join a 
little circte of students in my room ; will 
you come ? they will all be glad to see you. 
I was very home-sick when I first came 
here, and can sympathize with you if you 
are low spirited." 

Could George have read the heart of 
him who thus kindly addressed him, he 
would have seen that under this appearance 
of friendship, was a deep determination to 
ruin him if possible, and he would have 
shunned him, as he* would a serpent. 

But Theodore Weston had a countenance 
which was calculated most completely to 
deceive all, who were not previously ac- 
quainted with his character ; so manly and 
intelligent was the expression, and his 
bright blue eyes had so much of open- 
hearted merriment in their glance, that it 
seemed absolutely cruel, to suspect him of 
anything wrong. 

The evening was passed in conversation, 
mirth and song ; but nothing was said about 
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cards, for they were desirous to win the 
confidence of their unsuspecting victim, by 
their apparent desire for his happiness and 
improvement, and therefore confined their 
conversation principally to such topics, as 
would be most likely to interest him, and 
talked over the more intricate studies to 
which he was attending, givmg him all the 
assistance which their superior knowledge 
enabled them ta afford, and flattering him 
by their attention to his opinions, and a 
hearty laugh at his witticisms, so that when 
at a late hour he returned to his room, 
after receiving an earnest invitation to re- 
peat his visit whenever it might be conve- 
nient, both parties were highly pleased at 
the result of the invitation. George Allen 
was gratified by their kindness and polite- 
ness towards him, and they in turn were 
rejoiced that they had so far succeeded in 
their design. 

The acquaintance thus formed, soon rip- 
ened into intimacy ; and before many weeks 
had elapsed, the young Freshman had been 
initiated by his new friends into all the 
mysteries of the gaming-table ; yet so per- 
fectly did they conceal their real motives 
from him, that he saw no deeper design in 
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their fondness for Kis society, and frequent 
invitations to a social party at cards, than a 
good natured wish to amuse him ; and 
flattered by the attentions and apparent 
friendship of one so distinguished in his 
class, and admired for his superior talents, 
he yielded to the influence which Theodore 
Weston insensibly exerted over him ; and 
while he womd have indignantly repulsed 
a bolder tempter, his principles, based as they 
were on nothing firmer than vague ideas of 
virtue and morality, melted away before 
the fascinating and ingenious sophistry of 
one whose mind had long been tainted with 
infidelity, and who with that unaccounta- 
ble eagerness to deprive others of their 
faith in all which may preserve them from 
temptation and vice ; which is always Man- 
ifested by unprincipled men, spared no 
pains to present his atheistical doctrines in 
their least revolting aspect, and to clothe 
the most impious assertions in so attractive 
a dress, that his victim, bewildered by his 
eloquence, and delighted with the vivid 
coloring his fancy threw over every sub- 
ject which he touched, was scarcely aware 
that all those opinions which he held sacred, 
had been attacked by the accomplished in- 
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fidel ; and it W£is not until called upon to 
decide a question of duty, that the. eflfect 
became apparent, and he almost wondered 
at his altered sentiments on a subject he 
before regarded in so diflferent a light. 

It was now that the lurking taste for 
ardent spirit, which had been created in 
childhood and fostered in his riper years 
by those, who should have guarded him 
from temptation, and kept his inclinations 
pure, and his mind fortified by religion and 
principle, rose up in its hitherto unheeded 
strength to aid in the attempt, already too 
successful, to ruin him. When once con- 
vinced by his friend Theodore, that man 
was formed for pleasure, that no action 
could be sinful, which did not injure 
another, and that, in gratifying every de- 
sire, we were only obeying the dictates of 
the feelings implanted within us by God 
himself, to promote our happiness, and make 
this world a scene of enjoyment, while the 
gloomy doctrines taught in the Bible, were 
invented by a sect of stern misanthropes, 
who, enraged at the sight of happiness they 
would not partalce, determined to poison 
the sparkling cup of pleasure by doubts, 
and restrain mankind by rigid rules, and 
*3 
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and intimidate them by threats of future 
punishment, in order to make them miser- 
able as themselves ; he indulged his love 
for the wine cup, without hesitation, and 
frequently called forth a reproof from his 
tutors, for his' increasing habits of dissipa- 
tion, his gradual distaste for his studies, and 
his disregard for college rules. 

More than a year had elapsed since George 
Allen quitted his peaceful home, to face, 
untried and unarmed, the formidable assault 
of college dissipations, when, one evening, 
Theodore Weston, who had now become 
his most frequent associate, came to his 
room in high spirits, and apparently much 
pleased with some idea, which had just 
suggested itself to him. 

Coming up to George, he exclaimed, "I 
have a glorious plan in my head, and I 
want your assistance to enable me to put it 
in practice." " But I must know what it is, 
before I promise." 

" Well, then listen, and you shall know ; 
I want to get up a supper frolic, and you 
and I will go round among the students and 
see who will join us." 

" What sort of a supper frolic do you 
mean, Weston ? " said George, who, though 
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he had drank deeply of dissipation, had ner- 
et yet been engaged in any of the minor 
acts of insubordination in which students 
take such delight- 

" Why the best sort, to be sure," was the 
reply of his tempter, " one of us will just 
step over to farmer Dodge's hen roost, and 
get some provisions, and we can all meet in 
my room just after dark. We will have a 
splendid evening, and if any of the tutors 
should happen to hear of it we can stand by 
each other, you know, and then there will 
be no witnesses against us ; come, don't look 
so grave, there is not the least danger of 
being found out, for I know perfectly well 
how to manage the aflFair, I have done such 
things many a time." 

" I would rather not join you," said 
George, " I have had enough of dissipation, 
and mean to reform." 

" Well done ! George, who would have 
expected this from you ? A frolic is not 
dissipation, my dear fellow ; I hope you are 
not relapsing into the stupid way of think- 
ing, from which we tried so hard to arouse 
you, just after you came among us ; why, 
you have just learned to act like a man, 
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and it would be a great pity to turn into a 
boy again." 

" 1 would rather be a boy again, Theo- 
dore, if I could be as happy as I was then." 

" Why, Allen," said his pretended friend, 
" what fiend, in the name of all that is 
merry, has taken possession of' you ? you 
look like ' patience on a monument ' eat- 
ing grindstones; have you been reading 
the Lamentations of Jeremiah ? or has some 
old musty sermon, found it's way into your 
room ? " 

" Neither ; but I don't feel like a frolic." 

" O, well, we will wait till you do, for 
there would be no fun without you, only I 
hope you have not become a disciple of 
Heraclitus, the weeping philosopher, — or, 
what is still more absurd, of that stupid 
book called the Holy Bible — holy indeed, 
it is ; and a great deal too much so to suit 
me ; the Koran, with all its absurdities, 
would be a far more reasonable rule of con- 
duct ; and to say the truth, I should like 
Mahomet's heaven very well for a future 
residence, if he did not make his houries of 
musk, for I am not partial to that perfume. 

Theodore had always found, that ridicule 
had a much more powerful effect upon the 
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mind of George, than argument, or persua- 
sion ; he therefore exerted himself on this 
occasion to overcome by means of these 
weapons, the feelings of self reproach, and 
half formed resolutions of amendment, 
which he had discovered in him for several 
days past, and at length prevailed on him 
to promise that he would be one of the pro- 
posed, party. 

Having succeeded thus far in his wishes, 
Theodore Weston left the room of his 
young fellow student, exulting in his vic- 
tory. 

As soon as he had gone, George seated 
himself by a window, which commanded a 
beautiful prospect, and leaning his head on 
his hand, appeared to be lost in contempla- 
tion of the lovely scene before him. But 
other and sadder thoughts mingled with his 
admiration, as he looked on the sparkling 
river which wound its way through the 
valley, reflecting the rays of the setting sun, 
as he shed his golden light over the bright 
autumnal landscape, imparting a warm tint 
to the scarlet, and brown, foliage of the 
maple and beach, and making the dark 
green of the pine and hemlock look still 
darker by the contrast. 
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The view of the dark blue river, brought 
to his recollection an almost forgotten scene 
of his childhood, and he recalled the sens- 
ations which filled his breast, when, but a 
moment before rescued from the arms of 
death, he lay on his mother's bosom, and 
listened to the prayer of the benevolent 
man, who had risked his own life to save 
him. 

He distinctly remembered the expression 
of the good (Quaker's countenance, as he 
earnestly entreated that, God who had re- 
stored the child to his parents, would never 
forsake him,' but would preserve him from 
temptation and sin in his youth, and never 
suflfer him to forget the Omnipotent Being 
who had so mercifully protected him. 
^He felt, that had any attempt been made 
by his parents to strengthen the impression 
then made on his infant mind, had they 
endeavored to lead his thoughts to God, and 
teach him to regulate his conduct by mo- 
tives of duty, to consult his conscience and 
his Bible, whenever a doubt respecting the 
propriety of any action arose, he might now 
now have been a very different character. 

But with these feelings, which were sug- 
gestions of the faithful monitor, given to 
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all, that they may not sin ignorantly ; were 
mingled others of a far different stamp. 

The poison of the infidel principles which 
had been presented to his inquiring mind, 
to oppose its eager, restless search after 
truth, now plainly manifested the venom 
with which they were so deeply imbued, 
and even his purest and best affections could 
not overcome their influence. 

Even the good old duaker, after the first 
glow of grateful emotion had subsided, ap- 
peared to him in the light which the bale- 
ful meteor of philosophy and human reason 
shed over every object, to have been either 
a hypocrite, or what his feelings more read- 
ily admitted, a good but ignorant and 
deluded old man, who, in the simplicity of 
his heart, received as truth, what the more 
artful, and designing, taught the uneducated. 

He could not but think, however, that 
Friend Rogers, was far happier in his igno- 
rance, and delusion ; than he was himself, 
with all his superior knowledge; and he 
was more than half inclined to wish that he 
had never read Voltaire, and that less refin- 
ed, though not less dangerous infidel, Thom- 
aa Paine, since his exalted views of the 
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greatness of human intellect, and the noble 
powers of man's reason, when unfettered 
by superstition, had been dearly purchased, 
in exchange for his peace of mind. 

I do not think any one is ever suffered to 
remain in such utter mental darkness, as to 
discern no difference between virtue and 
vice, or rather holiness and sin, and there- 
fore though George Allen had never receiv- 
ed any religious instruction, nor been taught 
to look to any higher tribunal than an earthly 
one, for approbation or censure, he was con- 
scious that even could his conduct during 
the past year bear the strictest scrutiny, 
from all for whose good opinion he felt anx- 
ious, still there would be a something want- 
ing, without which he could not be happy. 

His pride would not suffer him to ask 
assistance and direction from Him who 
could say to the tempest, "peace, be still," 
and all other sources were insufficient to 
calm his troubled soul. 

Could parents only know, to how much 
bitter suffering and how many agonizing 
struggles, they expose the ardent, warm- 
hearted youth, who has just left the home 
of his childhood, before his heart becomes 
chilled by scepticism, and hardened by con- 
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stant intercourse with vice ; they would 
not surely, send him forth into this world 
of crime and unbelief ; without a knowl- 
edge of our holy, happy religion, to keep 
him from too rude a collision with the 
stern, heaven-daring leaders, in rebellion 
to God, who are almost sure to shatter, if 
not destroy, the outworks of moral princi- 
ples, if not guarded by stronger and more 
active sentinels than are usually found up- 
on them, and obtain an easy victory over 
the good resolutions, within the citadel of 
man's heart. 

George Allen was made very unhappy 
by the train of thought which had present- 
ed itself to him, and would have given any- 
thing to be set free from the fascinating in- 
fluence which Theodore Wieston had acquir- 
ed over him, but he had not suflicient 
moral courage to brave his ridicule by at 
once renouncing his society, and determin- 
ing to act for himself independently, and 
virtuously ; still the struggle in his mind 
was long and severe, and might hp-ve ter- 
minated favorably, had he not been sud- 
denly aroused from his reverie, by the 
sound of music under his front window. 
George was excessively fond of music, and 
4 
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played on the flute with much skill ; he could 
not therefore resist an invitation from sev- 
eral of the students who were collected in 
the college yard/ with various wind instru- 
ments, to come with his flute and join them. 
Glad to escape from his own thoughts, he 
complied, and was to\d they intended to 
serenade a beautiful young lady, who lived 
near. George .went with the serenaders, 
and returned about nine, as the moon was 
shining brightly, and everything seemed so 
lovely that his sad feelings had taken flight 
before he reached home ; and he had agreed 
to meet with the supper party, the next 
Tuesday evening. 

It was a cold, rainy evening in November, 
when these mischief-loving students met 
in Theodore Weston's room, to enjoy " the 
feast of turkey, and the flow of wine." 
It was deemed essential, that, as the meet- 
ing was a stolen one, the poultry and other 
requisites should be stolen likewise, or ob- 
tained in some underhand manner ; one of 
the boldest had, therefore, the night before, 
contrived to get access to a neighboring 
farm-yard, and taken, and slain, a turkey 
and two chickens ; the other eatables were 
furnished, by the different partakers in this 
riotous proceeding. 
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The shutters were closed, the door lock- 
ed, and the young countenances, sparkling 
with merriment, enjoyed with a keener 
appetite, because it was forbidden, formed 
a striking contrast to the cheerless scene 
without ; while the dashing of rain against 
the windows, the creaking of the old elms, 
and the occasional gusts of wind, which 
shook the building, and roared down the 
chimney, all passed unnoticed and unheard, 
amid the occasional bursts of laughter which 
attended their awkward attempts at getting 
supper. An immense fire was blazing in 
the chimney, before which, were the unfor- 
tunate fowls, whose lives had been sacri- 
ficed, for the celebration of this feast of 
Bacchus, spitted on an old sword, which 
was put across two chairs, while one of the 
students was ofiiciating as cook, with a 
plate of butter and a spoon, basting as he 
turned them round. His uneasy move- 
ments plainly indicated his dislike to his 
station ; and at length his impatience vented 
itself in an eloquent appeal to his compan- 
ions, which made the room ring with a 
shout of laughter So loud, that it startled 
those who caused it. " I say, boys ; I wish 
one of you would turn and grease these 
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confounded chickens ; I am almost roasted, 
and the wool is all singed off my panta- 
loons. Dame Nature never intended me 
for a turnspit, I know." " Yes she did," 
said one of his merciless friends, " only you 
never obeyed her dictates, and now she is 
making you suffer for it." 

" You must earn your supper before you 
eat it," said another. " I'll be hanged if 
you see anything left of me by the time it 
is done, for my brains are all scorched up 
now," responded the despairing cook. 
" Well, you do look a little warm in the 
face," said Theodore Weston ; " I will see 
to the fowls a while, and if you want to 
cool yourself, you may go down to the yard 
and bring me the top rail of the fence ; I 
loosened it to-day, for fear we should want 
it ; for Dick Wilson rolled my last log down 
stairs last night, after poor little Freshman 
Tom." 

" Yes," said Dick, " and I wish you 
could have seen the coward run, and heard 
him bawl ; when he heard it thundering 
down, he made such a racket, that one of 
the tutors came out of his room to see what 
ailed him ; and when he saw the poor boy 
standing and trembling beside the log, he 
couldn't help laughing." 
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The young gentleman, who had such an 
aversion to being cooked, now took his cap 
and departed in search of fuel, and soon 
returned with a rail about eight feet in 
length. 

" There," said he, " throwing it down ; 
" the next time you catch me stealing rails, 
you may tar and feather me." 

^* Why ? what has happened ? " said half 
a dozen voices. 

" Happened ! nothing, but something al- 
most did. As I was coming up stairs, I 
heard one of the doors in the entry above 
open, and who should con^^ along, but our 
old Latin tutor ; I knew him by his creak- 
ing shoes ; I felt as though I should go 
through the wall ; but, as good luck would 
have it, he did not bring a light with him, 
and you see I am not as large as Falstaff, 
so I shouldered my rail, stood up close to 
the wall, and held my breath till he got 
by ; if he had put out his hand, he would 
have found me out, and then I should have 
cut a pretty figure." 

" O ! well, do n't be frightened, now it 's 
all over, but I should like to have seen you ; 
such a long fellow as you are, shrinking 

into your coat, with this hugged up in your 

#4 
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arms, you must have looked like that great 
tall Corporal, that trains with his wife's 
clothes-pole." 

"Here, Allen," said Theodore, "just 
take this hatchet, and split up this said rail, 
for my fire is going down." 

After various difficulties, and no little 
vexation, the supper was pronounced cook- 
ed ; the fowls, nicely browned, were put on 
a tin pan, for want of a dish ; the potatoes 
and onions (for this aflfair, was conducted in 
style,) were duly arranged on the table, and 
Theodore Weston, going to the closet, 
brought out sixJDOttles, saying, " I thought 
we must have something to wash down the 
victuals, so I got Sam Brown, the tavern- 
keeper's son, to bring me half a dozeftbottles 
of real sparkling Champaigne — see how 
bright it is," he added, pouring out a glass. 
" Huzza ! " exclaimed the merry students, 
as they drew their chairs roimd the table, 
when suddenly a heavy footstep was heard 
approaching. 

" The old Harry ! " said one, " here 

comes old D , to see what we are doing. 

I suppose he found some of the rooms empty, 
and the suspiciouis old fool Jlias come hunt- 
ing round, to find out what we are about." 
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'* What shall we do ? " said another. 

" Do ! " said Weston, " why hide the 
things, as fast as we can, instead of stand- 
ing like a parcel of frightened geese ; and 
when he gets here, we shall be as grave as 
deacons." 

" Here, Jackson, take this turkey, and 
clap it into the closet, quick ! shut the door ; 
put the vegetables into th*at box, they will 
be none the worse for it." 

His directions were obeyed in less time 
than it had taken to give them, and all the 
materials for the feast were put out of the 
way just as the tutor reached the door. 

''Deuce take him," said Mr. Brooks, one 
of the students, who was noted for his love 
of good eating, " the supper will be cold 
before he will go." 

The loud knock was answered by George 
Allen, who went to the door, while Theo- 
dore Weston hastily caught up a pile of 
books, and throwing them on the table, 
seated himself gravely by it. " Good eve- 
ning, young gentlemen," said Mr. D. polite- 
ly, " I thought I heard a great noise up here, 
did you notice it, any of you ? " 

" I heard some cats in the garret, sir ; and 
we have been laughing at a discussion be- 
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tweenMr. Brooks and myself respecting the 
comparative merits of animal and vegetable 
diet. He asserts that the mind is more vig- 
orous when the appetite is not indulged to 
excess, but merely satisfied, and that a veg- 
etable diet is very beneficial.'' 

Poor Mr. Brooks looked rather disconcert- 
ed at this unexpected assertion of Theodore, 
which was well fenown by all the students 
to be far from the truth ; and his confusion 
increased, when the old gentleman, who 
never suspected any one of what students 
term " quizzing," turned to him and very 
gravely said he wished all young gentlemen 
would agree with him, and he presumed Mr. 
Brooks' superior scholarship might be attrib- 
uted in a great measure to his abstemious- 
ness. 

How long the laughter-loving students 
might have been able to preserve their 
gravity cannot be decided ; for a crash in 
the closet, like that of breaking glass, at- 
tracted their attention, and consternation 
was depicted on many countenances, when 
they saw a stream of their valued cham- 
paigne issue from the crack at the bottom of 
the closet door, and make its way across the 
floor in front of Mr. D., who, looking at it 
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rather suspiciously, asked Theodore what 
he had in his closet. 

Without appearing at all disturbed, Wes- 
ton went to the closet, and produced the 
fragments of a bottle, saying it is a bottle of 
vinegar that was hanging up ; I suppose the 
string was worn out or rotten. The old 
tutor looked round as though he did not 
clearly imderstand the e::^ression of their 
faces, but being, as was remarked, very slow 
to comprehend anything a little mysterious, 
his untiring vigilance and strict discipline 
were of little avail, for the wary students 
generally succeeded in eluding his watch- 
fulness. 

On the present occasion, seeing nothing 
that would justify the reproof he had intend- 
ed to administer, he took his leave, after ex- 
pressing his .conviction that " young gentle- 
men generally studied to greater advantage 
when alone." 

As soon as the door was closed behind 
him, and the sound of his retreating footsteps 
died away, the revellers again betook them- 
selves to fun and frolic. 

" Huzza for Weston," said one, " he is the 
fellow to get out of a scrape handsomely ; 
why, The. — how could you look so un- 
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moved, when that confounded champaigne 
jumped oflf the shelf, and came raving out 
under the closet door, like a spirit of mis- 
chief ; I felt as though the very supper had 
turned state's evidence, and expected to see 
the turkey make its appearance next, on its 
drum-sticks, crying out for revenge; and 
old D. looked as suspicious as the old Harry." 

This speech was received with a loud 
laugh by all but Brooks, who said, " Come, 
come, Edwards, what an everlasting talker 
you are ; the supper will be as cold as a 
frozen whale, before you have finished your 
oration ; do let us go about it, or we shall 
have no time for fun." 

^*Well done, Brooks, you are in a great 
hurry to get rid of the new character I gave 
you ; I should think you might wear it a 
Uttle while for variety's sake. 

" However, we' may as well re-set our 
supper table and despatch the provisions, for 
fear of more interruptions." 

Away went Brooks to the closet, in search 
of the tiurkey, and as soon as he had found 
it, for it had been thrust in without a pre- 
vious inspection of the premises, he vocif- 
erated, "What stupid fool put away this 
turkey ? " 
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" Why, what ails you, Epicurus ? " you 
look as if you had received orders to fast 
seven weeks," said Theodore. 

*^ Ails me ! nothing, but something ails 
the tiurkey." 

" What is it, what is it ? '' said they all, 
" bring it here." A general rush was made 
to the closet, where Mr. Brooks stood con- 
templating the unfortunate fowl, and it was 
brought forth to the light. 

As soon as they saw the condition of their 
stolen prey, a burst of laughter arose from 
the whole company ; even poor Mr. Brooks 
could not resist the influence of their mer- 
riment. 

" What in the name of common sense is 
the matter with it?" said one. ^ 

"Poor thing," said another, "I shoiM 
think it had the Black plague." • 

** I can solve the mystery," said Theo- 
dore Weston, who had been to the closet, 
to examine the turkey's hiding-place ; " while 
I was taking care of the wine, I told Jack- 
son to put the fowls into that other closet, 
and he, like a scatter-brainejd dunce, as he 
is, stuck the dish into my tin pan oif char- 
coal ,• the poultry took the liberty of slipping 
out of the dish into the coal, so you see, 
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gentlemen, your supper is ready seasoned 
for you." 

" Never mind," said George Allen, who 
could scarcely speak for laughing, " scrape 
off the outside, the rest is as good as ever." 

" Ay, so we can, Allen," said Theodore, 
and set himself to work to repair the dam- 
age, while his assistant cooks busied them- 
selves in bringing the other articles of food, 
and the supper was announced. 

" Now, gentlemen," said their host, " let 
us eat, drink, and be merry; we have 
Scripture warrant for that. Your health, 
Mr. Brooks ; the champaigne is not seasoned 
with carbon, if the turkey is." 

«lie clock struck ten, and still they were 
e table, and as glass after glass was 
drained, the fascinating poison began to 
take effect, and songs were sung, and pro- 
fane jests went round, and the loudest 
laugh and deepest oath, were uttered by 
George Allen, for he had drank and laughed 
until all serious feelings had fled, and though 
a few days before, he had seen the wicked- 
ness of his own heart, and almost resolved 
to renounce his dissipated life, and study 
the word of God for himself, to see if he 
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could answer the sophistry of Weston ; 
with the merriment of this evening, passed 
away all that was good or holy, from his 
young mind ; and ever after he went on in 
his mad career without one warning from his 
conscience ; the emotions once awakened 
in his breast, had been chilled, and slept 
forever. Conscience once slighted, and pen- 
itent feelings repressed, may be stilled until 
the day of final retribution, when will be 
heard the voice of the Omnipotent, saying 
to the trembling, self-convicted sinner, these 
terrible words: " Ye knew your duty, but 
ye did it not.'' 

From that evening George Allen resigned 
himself, without resistance, to the influence 
of his dissolute companions ; and seemed 
to yield his last spark of moral rectitude to 
the withering grasp of the fiend, intempe- 
rance, who wrested it from him without his 
making one struggle in its defence. As his 
habits of dissipation increased, he of course 
lost his love of study, and was frequently 
warned by the oflicers of the College, that 
expulsion must inevitably follow such total 
disregard of all rules, or even respect for 
common morality. 
6 
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At first a fear of public disgrace restrained 
him, for he was very ambitious, and had 
long looked forward to the hope of attaining 
to eminence in a profession ; and visions of 
future honor and public preferment, had 
flitted before his mind's eye, until he had 
resolved that nothing less than the highest 
summit of distinction should satisfy his 
aspiring mind. 

He had fancied himself pleading at the 
bar, with the fascinating eloquence of Wirt, 
and the overpowering, resistless force 
of the gifted Webster. But, alas! love 
of duty, and high, noble, manly resolutions, 
vanish like morning mists, before the fierce 
noonday heat of intemperance. 

All hope of distinction, or fear of dis- 
honor, fled from the imagination of the 
imprincipled infidel, for such was George 
Allen after a few months of indulgence in 
unbridled sensuality. ., ' 

So rapid was his progress in vice, and so 
shameless were his violations of good order, 
nnd morality, that in less than six months 
after the students' frolic, he was, after re- 
peated expostulations from his tutors, expel- 
led from that College where he had former- 
ly distinguished himself by his talents, and 
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excited the expectation, destined never to be 
realized, that he would one day be its 
brightest ornament. 

Long and fruitlessly had those interested 
in him endeavored to convince him of the 
folly and wickedness of his course. Vain 
effort ! he well knew the certain ruin of 
character, constitution, and everything val- 
uable to which his conduct must tend ; he 
#not sin in ignorance ; the fault was not 
his head, but in his hfeart, which was 
utterly polluted and vile , cherished sin had 
made him reckless, and he cared not for the 
consequences so long as he might indulge 
his evil passions, imchecked. 

The evening after his sentence had been 
pronounted, George was walking in a grove 
near the College, when he overheard a con- 
versation, between him, who had sought so 
eagerly to ruin his unsuspecting young 
friend, and Jackson ; a warm feeling, though 
disipated young man. 

" I am really sorry for Allen," said he to 
Theodore, " it is a pity a fellow of such fine 
talents should be so utterly ruined." 

"I do not think he deserves pity," was 
the reply, '^ if he had only had sense 
enough to be moderate in his pleasures ; 
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and had not given himself up so entirely 
and openly, he would have escaped this dis- 
grace.'' 

" If he had not been so tempted," said 
Jackson warmly, " he might have left us 
as honorable and upright in morals, as intel- 
lectual, and as ardently devoted to study, 
as he was when he came among us." 

" You are quite a Don ftuixote," said 
Weston contemptuously,, "and would be- 
quite as ready, I doubt not, to fight wiricfe^ 
mills ; but I doubt whether your disinter- 
estedness would ever be brought into prac- 
tice, sufficiently to benefit any one. You 
are very good in theory, Jack, but you 
don't act any more righteously than I do." 

" I never tried so hard, to ruin an inex- 
perienced, confiding boy, like George Allen ; 
my wickedness hurts no one but myself, 
but you, Weston," continued he indignant- 
ly, " used all your influence, to overturn ev- 
ery good feeling in his heart. I never 
understood you, till that night we had such 
a frolic ; I always thought you refdly liked 
him J but I suspected you, when you tried 
so hard to get him intoxicated, and then 
suffered him to beat you at that first game 
of whist, to induce him to play again : I 
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tell you, Weston," said he, while his dark 
eyes flashed, "you have acted more like a 
fiend, than a man, and I call Heaven to 
witness that I renounce from this moment, 
all friendship with you." 

George stood in a little arbor, formed 
by a luxuriant wild grape vine ; which the 
students had trained over the lower branch- 
es of an oak, and the two students had 
approached him, and as Jackson uttered the 
last sentence, they stopped so near, that 
the expression of their faces was easily dis- 
cernible. 

. He was startled by the sudden change 
which passed over Theodore Weston's coun- 
tenance, £is he listened to the accusation of 
his companion. 

His bright blue eyes grew dark with rage 
and scorn ; his brow became black with 
imutterable thoughts, and his cheek was 
pale as death, while with a curling lip, he 
answered ; 

" To you, Jackson, I am not responsible 
for my conduct. lam not to blame -for 
Allen's want of firmness ; he was at liberty 
to do as he chose ; and as he has shown 
himself entirly devoid of resolution, or com- 
mon sense; and unable to do anythiilg 
*6 
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like a man ; he must bear the consequent 
ces ; I have no interest in the fellow." 

" No interest in him ! O ! Theodore, I 
could not have believed you had so little 
feeling. I tell you, and you will not silence 
me by frowning ; that you have been the 
ruin of Allen, and at the day of Judgment 
you will receive your recompense ; and I 
am determined," he continued proudly , " to 
listen to your fascinating infidelity no 
longer ; I have yielded to the charmed spell 
with which your wit and eloquence have 
bound me ; until my soul is nearly ruined, 
and now I toill act for myself, and atone 
to God, if I can, for my past wickedness." 

" Really, parson," said the cold hearted 
infidel, "I wonder where you learned so 
much holiness ; you would make a fine 
Methodist ranter ; pray how long since you 
met with a change ? " he added sneeringly. 

"I have a pious mother, Weston, and 
before I came here, I never dared to scoflF 
at sacred things ; it would break her heart,^ 
to hear of my daring, blasphemous conduct 
for the past year ; she gave me a Bible 
when I left home, and I promised to read it, 
and kept my promise, till I became ac- 
quainted with the set of which you are the 
leader." 
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As his companion uttered this sentence ; 
Theodore's color came and went, and his 
lip trembled as if with strong emotion, for 
he too once had a pious mother ; who died 
when he was about eight years old ; and 
his imagination recalled the scene of her 
death bed ; he remembered her last kiss ; 
and the sound of her soft voice as she im- 
plored the protection of God for her child, 
still echoed in his ear. Poor Theodore, 
unfortunately, had an imprincipled father, 
whose example overcame the good impres- 
sions which his mother had given ; but he 
had not always been happy, there were many 
moments when memory, and conscience 
strove to recall his wandering steps ; and he 
had invariably silenced their murmurs by 
plunging madly into company, and lately 
they had ceased to trouble him ; but now, 
as he looked on the young man who had so 
fearlessly acknowledged his love for his 
mother and faith in his God, he would have 
given worlds to exchange his proud philos- 
ophy, for a happier belief. 

It was but a momentary feeling; he 
struggled against it with all his might ; the 
image of his dying mother faded from his 
imagination, and he was again the proud 
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unfeeling infidel. Turning calmly to Jack- 
son, he said, with an insulting smile ; as ev- 
ery trace of softer emotion disappeared from 
his features ; " Heaven is very much inter* 
ested in your thoughts and feelings, I dare 
say ; much more so than I am ; and now if 
you have expended your chivalric indigna- 
tion ; and called me all the hard names you 
intend to, we will, if you please, return to 
our rooms ; and I advise you to let George 
Allen fight his own duels in future ,* you 
will get no thanks for interfering." 

His young companion turned indignantly 
from him, and saying, "we are friends no 
longer," returned hastily to the college. 

Theodore Weston looked after him, and 
muttered, " a fine fellow that, and worth a 
dozen Aliens. But he is so fettered by sur 
perstition,^^ he added, and then hastened to 
a large party, where he soon lost all thoughts 
of his last conversation, in mirth ann dancing. 

It would be dfficult to describe the feel- 
ings of George, as he listened to this con- 
versation of the collegians. Anger, aston- 
ishment and detestation were the most pow- 
erful emotions. 

The veil was rent, which had until now 
hid the base intentions of his perfidious 
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friend from his eyes, and he saw how com- 
pletely he had been made the dupe of a 
heartless, designing villain. 

Mortified, and enraged, he returned to 
his lodgings, and the next day bid farewell 
to the scene of his disgrace ; but not to re- 
turn home ; no, he was too proud for that. 
He could not meet his father's reproaches, 
or his gentle mother's tears of bitter anguish. 
Beside, he felt a consciousness that had his 
education been more carefully conducted ; 
had his parents taught him good principles, 
and learned him to love and fear his Crea- 
tor ; had his mother been like Jackson's, he 
might have escaped these temptations ; and 
he felt a kind of sullen recklessness as to his 
future fate, and a savage exultation in the 
thought that the deeper his degradation, 
the keener would be his parents' anguish ; 
he wished them to feel the effects of their 
carelessness respecting his soul. He had al- 
ways known that there was as much of 
pride as affection in his father's feelings 
towards him, and he now determined that 
he should not be gratified by seeing his 
son distinguished for his learning and tal- 
ents. 
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Strange ! that a year of dissipation and 
intemperance, should have chilled his best 
feelings, destroyed all high and honorable 
ambition, and rendered him. so entirely a 
slave to the most debasing passions. 

But daily observation convinces, that 
this is not an exaggerated picture ; vice is 
sufficiently overwhelming to sweep away 
all the better part of our nature ; ever more 
ready to yield to the suggestions of evil, 
than good. 

The only desire this unfortunate young 
man now had was to go as far £is possible 
from all who had ever known him. He 
therefore went to New York, intending to 
apply for a situation as clerk in some com- 
mercial establishment, but meeting there 
with a young lawyer with whom he had 
formerly been acquainted, who was about 
to sail for New Orleans, George was per- 
suaded to accompany him to that polluted 
city. 

During their voyage, which was remark- 
ably pleasant, Mr. Lyman, which was the 
name of the young lawyer, described the 
state of society in New Orleans ; and the 
many temptations which would assail him 
there ; adding, that, firmly established as 
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his own principles were, by an excellent 
education, and the constant care of pious 
parents, he should not have dared to expose 
his untried virtue to the fiery ordeal, but 
for the promised protection and advice of 
an uncle, residing there ; an elderly man 
with a large family; who had removed 
from Boston about five years before. 

Mi. Lyman had only known George 
len, when at the Academy, before he had 
breathed the tainted atmosphere of dissipa- 
tion, and was not aware of the entire 
change in his character. 

Separated from those whose example had 
been so injurious, and in a situation so no- 
vel to him, with one who detested every 
thing vicious and disgraceful, surrounded 
by no temptations, breathing the pure air of 
the ocean ; 

All around him one deep sea, 
All above him one blue sky, 

he trod the deck of the swift-sailing vessel, 
with renewed life ; and those who had 
only seen him after one of his college rev- 
els, would hardly have recognized in the 
being who, with buoyant step, and bloom- 
ing countenance, walked rapidly from one 
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end to the other of the rolling ship, as she 
bounded over the foaming waves, the pale 
languid student, listlessly poring over his 
books with an aching head, wearied with 
excess, and yet unable to refrain from what 
he termed pleasure. 

But this seeming reformation was only 
the natural flow of youthful vivacity, at- 
tendant on perfect health, not the endur- 
ing and thorough reformation of the mind, 
which would ensure future good conduct. 

The most dangerous frailty in George 
Allen's disposition was a want of firmness ; 
his character, chameleon-like, took the hue 
of that which it came in contact with ; al- 
ways, however, like all who have not felt 
the purifying influence of religion ; more 
readily assuming the dark tint of unlawful 
indulgence, than the bright coloring of 
virtue. 

When arrived in New Orleans, Mr. Ly- 
man went immediately to his uncle's, and 
George accompanied him. They found 
Mr. Reynolds had lost none of his Yankee 
warmth of heart ; for New England's sons 
and daughters do love their friends ; ardent- 
ly, and what is still better, sincerely, and do 
not deserve the high eulogium bestowed 
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on them by a modern traveller, who said, in 
the height of his politeness, *^ Nature has 
furnished the Yankee with double brains, 
and but half a heart." Mr. Lyman was 
to board with his uncle, but he very kindly 
conducted George to a boarding house, 
where he found several young gentlemen, 
who had recently left the Northern States, 
some for their health, to spend the approach- 
ing winter out of the reach of our piercing 
winds, and some, the greater part, actuat- 
ed by that spirit of enterprise so common 
among us. 

The next morning the new friends walk- 
ed out with Mr. Reynolds to view the city, 
and see if a situation could be found for 
George, who had won the good opinion of 
his acquaintances, by his intelligence and 
agreeable manners. 

Northern intelligence and integrity are 
duly appreciated by our southern brethren ; 
and young men of education can always 
obtain a generous compensation for their 
services. George, therefore, found no diffi- 
culty in establishing himself as clerk in one 
of the principal banks ; with a salary far 
beyond his expectations. 

Thus advantageously situated, out of the 
6 
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reach of ^1 his former associates, his late 
bad conduct unknown, introduced by Ly- 
man to £ill the best society, in the extensive 
circle of his uncle's acquaintance, George 
Allen seemed for a time to have relinquish- 
ed his dissolute pleasures ; and his good 
habits acquired additional strength from a 
new motive, as though Heaven would, in 
mercy, hold out every possible inducement 
to win him back to the path of moral rec- 
titude. 

One of the families to which his young 
friend introduced him was that of a physi- 
cian, a native of Vermont, who had resid- 
ed in New Orleans for several years. This 
gentleman was a man of superior talents, 
and was highly pleased with the young 
strangers, especially Allen, whose fine mind 
was not yet dimmed by vice, but seldom 
failed to prepossess in his favor all who 
knew the worth of intellect. 

It was in this family circle, that George 
found his highest pleasures : there were se- 
veral children, all distinguished for amiable 
dispositions and aflfection to each other. 
The eldest was a very accomplished and 
pious young lady of eighteen, whose mod- 
est and gentle appearance interested George 
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at his first acquaintance with her ; and 
when, as he became more intimate, he found 
that she was as intellectual as she was 
amiable, he thought her superior to any 
other female he had ever seen, as he could 
converse with her on subjects which interT 
ested him, without feeling obliged, as is 
too often the case, to lay aside all intel- 
lectual conversation, and talk in that trifling 
manner, generally supposed by gentlemen 
to be most intelligible and interesting to 
ladies. 

Respect and esteem for one so lovely, 
cherished by a mind so ardent in all its 
emotions, soon gave birth to warmer feel- 
ings, and young Allen became deeply at- 
tached to one, who evidently knew how 
to appreciate his attainments. 

As his character stood fair, in the estima- 
tion of all who knew him, and his morals 
were not suspected, the young lady's pa- 
rents were much pleased with his frank 
avowal of affection for their daughter. 

George well knew that if she even sus- 
pected his infidel, dissolute principles, her 
heart would be no longer his ; and, as he 
really loved her, he thought an entire 
abandonment of his former pleasures would 
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be more than repaid by the possession of 
such a prize. For some months, therefore, 
he refrained from all dissipation ; and was 
far happier than he had been since he left 
home ; but actuated by no higher motive 
than the attainment of earthly good, his 
principles unchanged, when he was no 
longer in doubt that Adelaide loved him, 
and the first excitement of a new and ab- 
sorbing passion had softened into a more 
rational and subdued feeling, the restraint 
became irksome. 

He felt a restless and insatiable desire to 
resume his forsaken pursuits, and readi- 
ly yielded to the solicitations of a young 
planter of polished manners, but abandon- 
ed character, with whom he was slightly 
acquainted, to accompany him to the thea- 
tre, to admire the grace and beauty of a 
French opera dancer, who was to make 
her debut, that evening. 

George had never before been to a the- 
atre, for since he came to New Orleans he 
had not associated with any who approved 
of this fascinating but dangerous place of 
amusement. 

Those who have frequented this/asAiow- 
able plaxje of resort, may imagine the won- 
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der and admiration of so succeptible and 
excitable a mind as George Allen's. He 
was excessively fond of music, and the or- 
chestra was very good, and when the full 
burst of melody in a splendid overture, 
arose from every instrument, and filled the 
house with the thrilling strains, then died 
away in tones softer than the iEolian harp ; 
now swelling into a rich, animating strain, 
then again fading into low mellow notes ; 
while from the midst of the gently mur- 
muring sounds, broke forth a silvery tone, 
seeming to come nearer and nearer the en- 
tranced listener, and float around him, 
sweet as the voice of the fabled Syren, and 
too much resembling her soul-ensnaring 
song; when George listened in breathless 
silence to this exquisite music, he thought 
he never had heard anything so delight- 
ful, and he determined to partake of this 
amusement as often as possible. 

He thought no objection could be made 
to its morality, as the theatre was pat- 
ronized by many persons whose virtue was 
unquestioned by the most rigid ; not con- 
sidering that the indirect influence upon the 
imagination, was far more ruinous than the 
most shameless profligacy, as it corrupted 
*6 
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the taste, and familiarized the heart with 
mimic vice, and splendid villany, only to 
make ready the soil for the debasing 
reality. 

No one who has ever witnessed so disgust- 
ing an exhibition as the highly applauded 
feats of a female opera dancer, need be told 
of their indelicacy ; the very profession in 
itself, assures every mind, possessing the 
least moral principle, that no female of mo- 
desty, nay, no woman, (shame! that wo- 
man's name should be so degraded,) who 
was not utterly depraved, would place her- 
self in such a situation. 

No wonder that the most admired, be- 
cause most shameless, of this class, have 
been imported from France ; that nursery 
garden, where the rank weeds of infidelity 
and vice, have been so assiduously cultivat- 
ed, nourished with blood, and warmed by 
fire, under the fostering care of men who 
deserve to be prime ministers in Pande- 
monium to reward their success in ruining 
souls. 

Those who personated the Goddess of 
Reason, and danced round the Liberty 
Tree of Robespiere ; were no doubt effi- 
cient teachers in this sublime art. 
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Prom the theatre the transition was easy 
to a gambling house, or hell as these estab- 
lishments are expressively termed in Eu- 
rope ; giving the name of the citadel, to 
one of its principal gates. 

Wine was of course an attendant at these 
places, and the Circean cup once tasted, 
George found the spell stronger than ever; 
and on he went, half-bewildered by the 
variety and novelty of the forms in which 
temptation assailed him in this profligate 
city ; so much more alluring than the com- 
mon dissipations in which he had indulged in 
College, and he quaflfedlong, deep draughts, 
of sensuality, in every form, which may be 
found in large cities, exulting in the 
thought, that here he might sin without 
fear of detection from those whose good 
opinion he was anxious to preserve. 

But affection is ever jealous, and the 
watchful eye of Adelaide was not slow to 
detect a change in her lover ; she saw that 
although he expressed much affection for 
her, he was not so often with her, and seem- 
ed uneasy in her company, especially if any 
remark was made on the low tone of mor- 
ality among the young, in the city. 

She dreaded, lest George had been led 
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into bad company, and finnly resolved, if 
she found it to be the truth, she would im- 
mediately renounce him, though she felt 
the struggle between duty and aflection 
would be severe. 

George Allen did not intend, when he 
went to the theatre, to go any farther, but 
his mind was enervated by the .music, and 
still more by the dancing of the very beauti- 
ful, bewitching actress, who had attracted so 
many j and when he was solicited to ac- 
company his companion still farther in the 
broad way, he had not firmness enough to 
resist him, but <^ven now he intended to 
reform when he should be married ; he 
thought he could stop when he 'pleased. 

One beautiful day his new acquaintance, 
the planter, invited him to visit his estate 
which was a few miles out of the city ; he 
readily consented, and obtained leave of his 
employers to take the excursion. 

It was charming weather, and the ne- 
groes were busily at work; it being the 
sugar season, when all the slaves are 
worked as far as their strength will allow, 
and sometimes beyond their powers, because 
the extra work he can extort is of more val- 
ue to the owner, at this season, than the 
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future health or even life of a slave, and if 
he loses a few, in consequence of overwork, 
as he is thereby enabled to get his produce 
into the market sooner than others, he is 
amply repaid for their loss. 

As the two young men wandered over 
the planfation, which was a remarkably 
productive one, George could not help con- 
trasting the scene with the fine farms in 
New England, where all before him gives 
the passing traveller, an idea of the substan- 
tial comfort and plenty, which reign within 
the homely but hospitable farm house. 
Here no object relieved the sameness of the 
wide plantations but a few wretched look- 
ing huts, too miserable in appearance to af- 
ford shelter to cattle ; and instead of the 
well fed contented looking horses, and 
oxen, of our happy farmers, the oppressed, 
mourning, hopeless Africans ; the human 
cattle of the South were everywhere bend- 
ing over their work, degraded, and debased 
in soul and body, condemned to a weary 
life of slavery ; unpitied and despised while 
on earth, and with no knowledge of future 
happiness, to brighten with the radiance of 
hope, their dying hour. 

Nor is the degradation of the hapless 
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negro his only sorrow, though suflicient of 
itself, to take away all real happiness. 

In one of the fields, George and his friend 
passed through, was a group of women and 
children, at work under the care of an over- 
seer, a fierce and hrutal looking man, who 
seemed to delight in the exercise of the 
large whip he held in his hand, applying it 
to the half naked bodies of the trembling 
blacks whenever their motions were not 
quick enough to please him. 

As the gentlemen passed him, he spoke 
to his employer, saying, " the negroes be- 
have like fury to-day, sir, they are all as 
lazy as bears, I have whipped more than a 
dozen this morning." 

'^ Poor creatures," said George, " it is so 
hot, no wonder they are tired, I am sure I 
could not work under such a sun." At 
this remark the overseer stared at the young 
man with astonishment ; the slaves looked 
up from their work for an instant, with an 
expression of stupid wonder, on their dark 
faces, as if doubting whether he \^ho utter- 
ed a sentiment so strangely humane, could 
be a white man. 

The young planter laughed rather con- 
temptuously, and taking his companion by 
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the arm, led him away from the spot, saying, 
*'Come, Allen, your Yankee notions will 
never do here ; I never let my negroes hear 
such speeches as you made just now ; we 
should have an insurrection in a week." 

" Why it surely would not make them 
discontented to know that they were pitied 
for their hard fate ; it seems to me rather a 
strange principle, that the more kindMess 
you show a man, the more ungrateful he 
will be." 

" My dear fellow, a negro is a very differ- 
ent affair ; there is no such feeling as grati- 
tude in his heart. The more you do for him, 
the more he expects, and if you once let 
him suspect that he might be, or ought to 
be, anything but a slave, it would be impos- 
sible to keep him in order." 

George made no reply, for he did not 
know but his companion spoke truth, and 
they went to the house. 

After they left the overseer, his quick 
eye observed a boy about twelve years of 
age, who was sitting on the ground, looking 
after the gentlemen as long as he could see 
them. 
/* What are you doing, you lazy dog ? " 
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said his taskmaster, kicking his naked side, 
"get up and go to work this instant." 

"Oh! massa, John no lazy," said the 
child, looking up imploringly, "him head 
ache so had,^^ 

" Nonsense, go to work or you shall have 
a flogging." 

" John so bad he can't work, massa." 

The anger of the overseer was aroused, 
and seizing the sobbing child by the arm, 
he whipped him most cruelly, exclaiming, 
" I '11 teach you to have the head-ache, you 
little villain." 

The mother of the boy, who had stood 
looking on in agony, when she saw the blood 
streaming from her child's back, could bear 
it no longer, but falling on her knees before 
the cruel man, with clasped hands, begged 
him to spare her son. 

"Oh! massa, do forgive him; he will 
work ; pray no kill my boy, me got nobody 
else to love me." 

The only answer was a blow from the 
whip, and a fresh application of the lash to 
his victim. Before night the boy was rav- 
ing, in a brain fever, and in two days he 
died. 

George Allen succeeded for a time, in 
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concealing his rapidly progressing habits of 
vice, but the suspicions of his friends were 
awakened, and soon received full confirm- 
ation. 

Mr. Benson, Adelaide's father, had occa- 
sion to go, one afternoon, to a part of the 
city not very familiar to him, to attend an 
auction, and stopped at a coflfee-house, for 
some refreshment, as he returned. As he 
was waiting for the servant, his' attention 
was drawn by the boisterous conduct of a 
number of fashionable young men, in an- 
other part of the room, and his surprise 
was great when he saw George Allen in 
the midst of them, talking and laughing ; 
while his flushed cheek, and wandering eye, 
too plainly indicated the state he was in, 
and Mr. Benson could not avoid seeing thai 
he was intoxicated. 

He was much shocked at this discovery, 
and still more so, when he heard him make 
use of the most profane and blasphemous 
language, such as could only proceed from 
a mind long familiarized with vice. 

He had for some time suspected, that his 
young friend was becoming dissipated, but 
had no idea of what fearful progress he had 
already made. 
7. 
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George AUen's affection for the lovely 
Adelaide was sincere, and he really intend- 
ed, when he found himself beloved in return, 
to reform, and thought he never would 
yield to temptation again. But even this 
niotive was too weak to bring back to vir- 
tue, one whose heart was unchanged. No 
inducement can ever be sufficient to reclaim 
the vicious, that does not at first lead to 
repentance, and point to Heaven as the 
reward. 

Mr. Benson saw that George was not in a 
state to be reasoned with, and therefore 
went home without being seen by him. 

The affectionate father dreaded the con- 
sequences, of the disclosure of her lover's 
unworthiness, which must be made to his 
da^J^ghter, and could not resolve to tell her 
what he had seen, until he was forced to it, 
by a circumstance which took place a few 
days after. 

Adelaide, and a young female friend were 
returning from a visit, just in the commence- 
ment of the evening. 

They had been accidentally detained 
much later than they intended, and were 
hurrying along the street, when they were 
rudely accosted by two young men dressed 
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fashionably^ but evidently in such a state of 
intoxication, as deprived them of any claim 
to the name of gentlemen. 

The young ladies were much terrified, 
but an elderly gentleman, who was passing, 
came to their protection, and the young 
men fled, but not until Adelaide had recog- 
nized in one of them George Allen. 

The surprise had such an eflfect on her, 
that she fainted, but as neither the young 
lady who was with her, nor their unkown 
protector were aware of the connection be- 
tween them, they attributed her swoon to 
terror, and having procured a- hack, accom- 
panied her home. 

Those only who have experienced the 
heart-breaking feeling, which follows the 
sudden consciousness of the utter unwor- 
thiness of a long-cherished object of the 
deepest attachment, can sympathize with 
Adelaide. 

For a time she felt as though life was no 
longer desirable, but when she saw her moth- 
er's tender expression of concern, and her 
dear father's anxious countenance, she felt 
deeply her own selfishness, in wishing to 
leave them forever, because she had not been 
made happy, by the fulfillment of all her 
own wishes. 
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Her disposition was too frank to admit 
of concealment, and when her father asked 
the cause of her iUness, she related the 
circumstance to him, adding that she had 
long feared some such discovery, and was 
now resolved to break every tie which 
bound her to one, who had shown himself 
so destitute of principle, though she was 
confident he did not know the person whom 
he had insulted. 

When George Allen awoke next morn- 
ing he found a letter on his table from Mr. 
Benson, stating as briefly as possible "the* 
recent knowledge he had acquired of his true 
chaiacter, and that his daughter wished him 
for the future, to consider . himself released 
from his engagement with her, adding that 
henceforth he must never expect to see her 
again." 

The feelings of the wretched young man 
can be more easily imagined than described, 
for he had really loved Adelaide wth the 
strong affection, of a young and ardent mind. 
He had not stopped to reflect, since he com- 
menced his career of dissipation ; he had ban- 
ished all virtuous thoughts, and the possi- 
bility of his profligate conduct being known 
to her, and producing such an effect ; had 
. never once occurred to him. 
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Now, when he saw the cup of happiness, 
dashed from his lips, at the very moment 
that he weis tasting the delicious draught, 
and by his own hand too, he was almost 
maddened by the disappointment. 

His first impulse was to go to Adelaide, 
notwithstanding the prohibition in the let- 
ter ; but, when his vehement ring at the 
door was answered by the black servant, 
who held the door in his hand, while he 
said his mistress " could not see Mr. Allen," 
George was almost frantic. 

Returning to his lodgings,, he locked him- 
self into his room, and wept passionately, 
as he thought of his own folly in venturing 
certain happiness, against a few months of 
wild unbridled pleasure ; what he had lost, 
could Mever be his own ; what he had gain- 
ed, had only made him more miserable. 

" If she would only see me," said he, " if 
she would only hear, how' I have been 
tempted, I know she would forgive me ; 
I should reform, if I might win her. How 
could I be so perfectly idiotic, as to go into 
that coffee-house, with those fellows ? I 
might have known that my evil genius . 
would send some one there that knew me." 

He paced the room in a state approach- 
•7 
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ing, to frenzy exclaiming, " how can I give 
her up, — ^never see her again ! Oh ! I can- 
not endure the thought." 

He stopped, and striking his forehead, 
muttered through his teeth, " a bullet would 
end the affair, and then — Adelaide would 
bitterly repent her rashness, in renounc- 
ing me without giving me time to tell her 
of the peculiar difiicuties I have met, in 
my attempt to become virtuous — but could 
I dare to die ? why not ? death is but an 
" eternal sleep," an endless repose, from 
trouble and care. — But to plunge myself 
into uncertainty, what if the old Qua- 
ker sAow/d be right after all? but then'^.we 
always find piety, as it is termed, among the 
ignorant ; very few enlightened minds, are 
fettered by such a tissue of absurdity^ as the 
Bible : — strange, that it should have remain- 
ed so long in existence : there was Weston 
who rejected it entirely, and he was a vil- 
lain. Jackson believed it, and was as fine 
a fellow as I ever saw, but that was affection 
for his mother, more than any other motive. 

Strange, though, that all who but 

there is no good in thinking, about it , on- 
ly if the Bible is true. Oh ! how Weston 
looked; when Jackson spoke of a final judg- 
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ment, even he, turned pale,'' and George 
shuddered when he thought of it, and for a 
moment, an expression of fear and doubt 
shadowed his face, but starting suddenly 
from his musing posture, he snatched his 
hat, and left the room, muttering," no mat- 
ter ! the die is cast, if it is so, I have gone 
too far to expect forgiveness, and may as 
well go on, as not. I shall do wisely in 
taking all that the world will give of pleas- 
ure ; but Adelaide ! Oh ! I could have been 
happy and virtuous both, with her, — I must 
try to forget her — " and he went to the 
bank, to drive away serious reflections by 
application to business. ^ 

At night he went to a billiard room, and 
won a hundred dollars, and the next night 
he lost two himdred. 

The last link which bound him to virtue 
was broken ; and like a fiery courser, loosen- 
ed from the rein, he rushed madly onward to 
destruction. 

The goal was soon reached, his money 
was all gone ; he had been allowed a quar- 
ter's salary, in advance ; that he lost at one 
game ; what could he do ? love of gaming 
had become a psission ; he was already fear- 
fully intemperate, and in a fit of despair he 



80 GEORGE ALLEN 

forged a draft on one of the principal com- 
mercial houses in the city, in the name of 
his employer. It is certainly true that his 
hand trembled when he presented it, but it 
was just dark, and no one saw the paleness 
of his cheek as he received the money. " I 
shall win enough to replace it," said he to 
himself, long "before it becomes due." 

In this he was mistaken. Constant ill 
luck attended him, until one night the plant- 
er, who had invited him to the theatre and 
was now one of his most constant compan- 
ions brought to the billiard room, a boy of 
about sixteen, a delicate looking, fashionably 
dressed lad, whose manners and conversa- 
tion evinced a refined education, and gen- 
tle disposition. He seemed desirous to 
play, but half afraid to venture. 

His fears were soon oyercome by the 
planter, who said, laughing, " why Henry, 
you surely are not afraid to play, you al- 
ways win, when you play for amusement 
only ; why should you be less successful 
when there is a prize at stake ? " 

"I am not afraid, certainly," said he 
blushing, and went up, to the table, where 
he was introduced to Allen, and while he 
was counting the money, his false friend 
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took George aside, and whispered, " Now, 
my dear fellow, you have a rare chance of 
recovering your cash. This boy is a perfect 
novice at billiards. He never played with 
any one but me, and as I had nothing at 
stake, I played as badly as I could; and 
now he thinks himself a famous hand at it." 

" You need not be at all anxious con- 
cerning his ability to pay, for his father is 
one of the richest men in the city," he ad- 
ded, observing a saddened expression steal 
over the face of his hearer. Until now, 
George had never sought to ruin the inno- 
cent ; he had sissociated in his revels, only 
with those who were more abandoned than 
himself, and he had not yet learned to feel 
perfectly indifferent toward such as the one 
who was now to try his skill with him. 
But he thought of the forged note, and the 
inevitable disgrace which would ensue, 
were he unable to take it up, when it be- 
came due, and his remorseful feelings gave 
place to anxiety for his own success. 

As the result of the game became more 
doubtful, the combatants watched each oth- 
er's strokes with intense anxiety. 

The planter watched their movements 
with a practised eye, and George, looking 
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up accidentally, saw his eyeiixed on Henry 
with such a glance of scorn and hatred, 
that his blood curdled at its expression, and 
a strange fear came over him ; it seemed 
like the exultation of a fiend over his 
victim. 

It was but an instant, and his attention 
was again absorbed by the game ; it was 
soon decided ; George had won. 

The boy's distress was so great, that, had 
it not been for the recollection of the note, 
he would have retm-ned the money. He 
was deeply touched, as he looked on the 
young gambler, who was very beautiful ; 
with dark blue eyes, shadowed by long 
dark lashes, with an almost feminine ex- 
pression of confiding tenderness, which 
seldom failed to win the love of all who 
saw him. 

The heartless planter appeared to sym- 
pathize in his loss, and wondered hoxo it 
could have happened ; for Allen was gene- 
rally the most unlucky dog in the world. 

" I do not care so much for the money,'' 
said Henry, *^ but my dear father will be 
so distressed, when he hears where I have 
lost it. Oh ! it would break my mother's 
heart, and I am an only child now." 
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After the violence of his grief had sub- 
sided, the planter hinted that if he would 
play again, he would most probably win, 
as he never knew Allen win two games in 
succession. 

" But I have no more money." *' Ah ! 
that is unlucky ; I would lend you some if 
I had any ; you know my poverty was 
what prevented me from playing with 
you ; " but, said he, " you have a gold 
watch, worth double the sum you have 
lost." 

Henry started, tiu:ned pale, and looked 
at his false friend distrustfully ; then said, in . 
a low, tremulous voice, " You know I can- 
not part with that, it was the last gift of 
my dear sister ; if she could look down 
from heaven, and see me risk her last token 

of love, at a gaming table." " i/*," 

interrupted the planter, " but I somewhat 
doubt that ; however, there can be no un- 
happiness in heaven you know ; even if 
she could see you, especially as you do it 
to save your parents from misery." 

This false reasoning had the desired effect 
upon the boy ; after a moment's hesitation, 
he laid down the watch with a trembling 
hand, saying, ^^ If I should lose it, I should 
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die of grief." ** Pooh ! you will not," was 
the laughing reply of his tempter. 

With a beating heart Henry watched the 
game ; as he saw George likely to win, and 
when the result was evident, his agitation 
became overpowering. George won ; the 
poor boy must part with his watch. 

The hot tears poured from his eyes like 
rain, he kissed the forfeited treasure, and in 
the midst of his grief, he looked up at his 
supposed friend, and caught his eye fixed 
on him with such an expression of concen- 
trated malignity, while his lip was curled 
with a fiendish sneer, at this exhibition of 
unrestrained, boyish sorrow, that Henry 
was no longer in doubt, respecting the mo- 
tive which had influenced his late conduct. 

Suddenly drying his tears, and drawing 
up his slender form to its fuU height, while 
his bright eyes flashed with anger, he 
poured forth snch a torrent of bitter re- 
proaches, that the base planter, who had 
not dreamed of such a spirit in the gentle 
boy, trembled and turned pale, at this ex- 
posure of his villany. 

He stood like one spell-bound, before the 
indignant boy, as with the burning eloquence 
of the South, he reproved the heartless 
villain, who had so eagerly sought to ruin 
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him ; then vehemently declaring that noth- 
ing should ever induce him to seek pleasure 
again at the gaming table, he turned to 
George, and besought him with the most 
fervent entreaties, to allow him to redeem 
the watch, which he had promised his 
sister on her death-bed, never to part with. 
" I know," said he, " I deserve to lose it, 
for breaking my plighted word so basely ; 
but I would rather part with everything 
I own in the world, than never be allowed 
to call it mine again. I intend to go di- 
rectly to my father, and tell him all ; he 
will forgive me, I know, and if you will 
leave it to-morrow at M. Barrier's, I will 
redeem it and leave the money with him, 
or if you prefer, I will call at your lodgings 
myself. 

George, who had been much affected by 
Henry's distress, readily agreed to this pro- 
posal, but afraid df his love of gambling 
being known, he gave his address, making 
him promise secrecy, and the boy left the 
fatal place, after one glance at the highly 
prized watch, his bright face beaming with 
hope, and asmile on his lips, though his cheek 
was still wet with the bitter tears of remorse. 

His hopes were not disappointed ; early 
8 
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the next morning, he called upon George 
to claim his treasure according to promise ; 
they went together to a jeweller's, and as- 
certained its value. Henry paid the sura 
required, and received his treasure with 
delight. 

" This shall be a lesson to me, forever," 
said he, " never to call any one friend, who 
tempts me to do wrong. Oh ! you cannot 
imagine my mother's grief, when she heard 
of my wicked conduct. 1 never, never 
will give her occasion for sorrow again." 
" Have you a mother, Allen ? " continued 
the aident boy, seizing George's hand, 
" how would she feel if she knew what you 
are doing here ? Pray leave off gaming, 
and become an honorable man, let me in- 
troduce you to my father and mother, who 
would love you, I know." 

George thanked his youthful adviser, and 
bidding him good morning, walked quickly 
away, to free himself from unwelcome re- 
flections, which intruded themselves unbid- 
den, as he looked on the warm-hearted boy, 
full of high hopes and virtuous resolves ; so 
unsuspicious and so ardent. 

George Allen was enabled, by the sum 
last won, to redeem his note the day before 
it became due. 
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One step taken in vice, unless retraced, 
inevitably leads to another and another, 
until the sinner's downward progress be- 
comes so fearfully accelerated, that nothing 
can arrest it, even when the gulf which 
yawns to receive him, is in full view. 

In less than a week, George found he 
must obtain a new supply of money, and 
emboldened by his success in his first at- 
tempt, he forged another note for a thou- 
sand dollars, which he presented at a bank, 
in the name of a merchsmt well known in 
the city. 

His evenings were now, not confined to 
gambling houses ; constant association with 
the most unprincipled and dissolute men, 
who feared neither God nor man, could not 
fail of polluting his mind, and utterly de- 
stroying all his remaining love of virtue, 
or ambition to regain his early rank in soci- 
ety ; all thought, all desire, was limited to 
present pleasures, and those too, of the most 
sensual kind. 

His business was neglected, his love of 
dissipation and intemperance was no longer 
disguised, and his employer had repeatedly 
warned him that he could no longer be re- 
tained in his present situation, unless he 
altered his course. 
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* Remonstrance was useless. George could 
not, ay, could not, abstain from indulgence 
in vice, the lowest and most degrading ; 
his very existence seemed bound up in sen- 
suality. 

At length the note became due — he 
could not meet the demand : of this he had 
been aware for some time, and had resolved 
on making his escape from the city to avoid 
the penalty attached to his crime. 

But whither could he go, without money? 
This question puzzled him, and at length 
he resolved to hazard a most daring at- 
tempt. 

This was to gain access to the bank 
where he was employed, in the night, and 
steal a large amonnt of bills and cash, then 
leave the city in one of the early stages. 

Having procured the necessary tools, he 
repaired to the place on Saturday night, as 
he should be more Ukely to escape before 
the robbery should be discovered. 

At midnight,, with a dark lantern in his 
pocket, George arrived at the bank, and hav- 
ing carefully reconnoitered the building, and 
ascertained that all was quiet, he began his 
operations. 

With the exertion of his utmost strength, 
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he succeeded in forcing the massive locks, 
and came at length to the iron-bound door 
which separated him from the money vault. 

This resisted his utmost efforts for a 
while, but at length it yielded : — he was in 
the place, where his wants might be pro- 
vided for, Euid as he forced one of the iron 
•chests and saw the treasures within his 
grasp, his heart beat fast with joy, wild 
tumultuous joy ; and he seized upon it with 
ithe avidity of a miser. His intention, when 
he planned this desperate enterprise, was to 
possess himself of only a thousand dollars, 
which might suffice until he could reach 
some place where he was unknown, and 
•devise some other means of living ; but 
when he saw the quantity of wealth by 
which he was surrounded ; he could not 
resist the desire of taking more ; reasoning 
very correctly, that the sin of stealing did 
not depend on the value of the thing taken. 

He had turned from the money, and was 
about leaving the vault, when a slight noise 
awakened his fears ; he listened; it was a 
footstep rapidly approaching the place where 
he stood ; he turned pale with apprehen- 
sion. 

*8 
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Had he succeeded thus far, only to be 
detected, when almost sure of escaping ? 

The thought was agony, he looked round 
desparingly on the stone walls, as if hoping 
they would open and afford him a place of 
concealment. 

Vain thought ! he stood th^re alone, and 
diefencless ; the step came nearer, it echoed 
through the long passages ; and stopped at 
the door of the vault, it was a watchman. 
" Ha ! villain, I have you," he shouted, as 
he sprang upon George. 

He was a tall powerful man, but despair 
gave George almost supernatural strength, 
and he made such desperate resistance, that 
the watchman had no time to spring his 
rattle, or give any alarm. 

The struggle was long and fierce,* but 
George felt his strength fast giving way, 
before the powerful arm of his antagonist ; 
he gasped for breath, thoughts of disgrace, 
and, still more dreadful, long years of solitary 
confinement, hopeless, endless imprison- 
ment, darted through his mind. 

He was unarmed, but his eye at that in- 
stant caught sight of an iron bar, one of 
the fastnings of the door. It seemed as 
though a fiend whispered in his ear ; with 
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a sudden exertion of strength, he swung 
his opponent round, till the weapon was 
within his reach, Q,uick as lightning he 
seized it and struck the watchman on the 
head ; the blow fell on his temple, and with- 
out a groan his grasp relaxed ; he fell to the 
ground. George turned pale, when he saw 
the effect of his blow. The faithful guardi- 
an of the night had fallen a sacrifice to his 
own vigilance. George knew, by the fixed 
expression of the features, that he was dead ; 
bitter was his remorse ; but it was unavail- 
ing, he had come here to commit a robbery ; 
he must go away a murderer. 

Horrid thought ! he would have given 
all he had just taken, to have restored his 
victim to life. He had not intended to kill 
him, he scarcely knew what he did, but 
murder certainly was not in his heart, he 
only struck to save himself. 

Alas ! how little can any know where 
they shall stop, when they commence a 
career of vice, and crime. 

George Allen had begun by gaming ; that 
led to forgery, robbery, and finally, murder ^ 
though not premeditated. 

How fearfully that dead face glai-ed on 
him, with its glassy eyes, and the stillness 
of death setting on the stern features. 
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A Stream of blood issued from his temple, 
and flowed over the pale cheek ; the dsurk 
crimson, acquiring a still more appalling hue 
from the contrast. 

George glanced at the dark recesses in 
the walls and up at the arched roof, and 
fancied, as the dim light of his lantern cast 
its quivering rays over the face, " the dead 
man frowned." It was but fancy ; the 
quick throbbings of that heart, so lately 
warm with life, were stilled forever, and 
his murderer was alone with the dead. 

It was but a moment, that he stood, gaz- 
ing on the prostrate form before him ; so 
powerless in the iron grasp of death. 

Anxiety for his own safety, soon aroused 
hira from his reverie, and hastily taking up 
his lantern, he fled through the long dark 
passages, and as the wind rushed through 
them, it seemed to his excited imagination, 
that iie could hear voices, and wild unearth- 
ly laughter, as of fiends, exulting over their 
prey, and claiming the murderer for their 
own. 

It was not until he reached the open air, 
that he breathed freely, then extinguishing 
his lantern, he thew it from him, and hastily 
sought a stage office. 
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A ptage for Baltimore was just starting, 
and paying the fare, he sprang into it, wrap- 
ped himself in his cloak, and was whirled 
rapidly through the silent streets. 

It was not known in New Orleans urftil 
Monday morn, that a bank robbery had been 
committed ; and great was the indignation 
of the citizens when the body of the murder- 
ed watchman was found. 

A large reward was immediately offered 
by the mayor for the apprehension of the 
villain, but who he was, was not suspected 
for some time. 

The driver of the Baltimore stage, on 
returning to the city, mentioned, that on 
the night the murder was committedj a 
young man came up to the stage, panting 
for breath as though he had been running, 
and demanded a seat ; that he noticed by 
the light of the stage lamps, that his face 
was very pale, and he seemed much agitated. 

When George Allen's absence was dis- 
covered, and his love of gaming became 
known, his having presented a forged note, 
for the payment of which his employer was 
called upon, these circumstances led to a 
suspicion that he was the perpetrator of the 
horrid deed, though his previous good char- 
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arAer, since he had been in the city, made 
his friends unwilling to harbor so dreadful 
a thought. 

In the mean time the object of these sus- 
picions, had, as soon as he arrived in Balti- 
more, called at several banks, and exchang- 
ed his bills of New Orleans, for gold and 
silver, and United States' bank notes, 
that the circumstance of his having so 
much money of one bank might not lead 
to his detection. 

This being done, he determined to leave 
the country as soon as possible, thinking he 
should not feel himself secure anywhere 
within reach of New Orleans' newspapers. 

He soon found a vessel ready to sail for 
South America, and taking passage in her, 
was beyond reach, before the news of the 
robbery reached Baltimore. There we will 
leave him, and return to his wretched pa- 
rents. 

It was a beautiful morning in September, 
the bright rays of the sun, were reflected in 
the clear depths of Connecticut river, and 
the trees were loaded with fruit ; heaps of 
bright red apples were lying on the grass, 
ready to be transported to the storehouse or 
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cider mill ; and every living thing seemeji 
to be in motion. The cows were going from 
the milking yard to the pasture, horses were 
standing in the farm yard, in Company with 
the patient gentle looking oxen, waiting 'to 
be employed, in carying home the fruit ; and 
the merry, rosy children were busy, with 
all the tireless activity of happy childhood, 
in calUng the fowls to receive their break- 
fast, feeding the pigs, bringing in the milk- 
pails, and anything else their little busy 
hands could find to do ; while from all ani- 
mate, and inanimate nature, arose Ihat inde- 
scribable but harmonious sound, which none 
but those who have enjoyed an Autumnal 
morning in the country can realize. It is the 
mingling of all the joyous but inarticulate 
voices of bird and beast, tree and flower, 
rejoicing in their happiness. 

Mr. Allen had never heard of his son, 
since his expulsion from College, and his 
wife was almost heart-broken in conse- 
quence of this disappointment of her fond 
anticipations; for she had hoped, and 
expected, to see her son distinguished, for 
talents and acquirements. Still, with the 
fervor of a mother's love, she would not 
believe him utterly lost to all hope, but 
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cherished in secret, a firm expectation of his 
returning to redeem his character. 

The grief of Mr. Allen was not deeper, 
perhaps, but partook more of the inconsol- 
able nature of despair ; it made him unso- 
cial, and under the garb of indifference, he 
suffered it to prey upon his heart, until his 
health was impaired, and all the gentle af- 
fections of his breast seemed extinguished. 

4t the farm of Isaiah Rogers, all was 
peace and contentment; his eldest sons 
were pious, industrious men ; one of them 
was a pnjacher, of their own sect, and the 
other was his father's assistant in carrying 
on the farm. 

This beautiful morning seemed to con- 
quer the habit of sobriety in the Quakers ; 
and a loud laugh from the children, as they 
were attending to the. morning duties of 
feeding the " creatures," as they are called, 
in farmer phraseology, when their mirth 
was excited by he greediness of some self- 
ish pig ; or the unseemly contentions of 
some refractory chickens, as they received 
their breakfast, was too much for the grav- 
ity of Isaiah. 

Presently, a rosy cheeked little girl, came 
dancing out of the house, and gradually so- 
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bering down her pace to a demure walk, as 
she approached her father, said, " Will thee 
come in to breakfast, all of ye?'' "Ay, 
that we will," said her older brother, " we 
have worked hard enough, all of us, to get 
an appetite." 

When all were gathered round the table, 
the old man raised his clasped hands, and 
silently implored a blessing on the abun- 
dance which was before them. 

This heartfelt thanksgiving offered up, 
they all sat down to their plentiful repast, 
which consisted of hot meat and potatoes, ^ , 
the necessary ingredient in a New-England 
country breakfast, bread of Indian meal, 
fresh butter, eggs, honey, and new milk. 

All who partook of this simple meal, 
were happy in the consciousness, of doing 
to all their fellow creatures in everything, 
as they would be done by. What they pos- 
sessed was acquired by constant, unremit- 
ting toil, and strict honesty. "" 

Breakfast over, the family were soon all 
dispersed to their various employments, the 
father to the apple orchard to carry a load 
of apples to the cider mill ; the youngest 
boy was permitted to go with him ; and 
mounted the cart in high glee, with the 

9 
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long whip in his little sunburnt hand, ready 
to make a grand flourish over Dobbin's 
back when they should start. 

Far different were the feelings of Mr. 
Allen and his wife. To them the fresh 
beauty of mprning, brought no happiness ; 
and when they sat down to their plentiful 
breakfast, no humble thanksgiving, sent up 
its grateful incense to the Giver of all 
blessings. 

As they were at breakfeist, the horn of 
the stageman was heard, and Mr. Allen 
went out to get the newsp iper. 

As soon as he obtained it, he returned, 
and again seating himself ^'at^ the table 
commenced reading aloud. 

Almost the first article which^met his 
eye was headed, " Bank robbery in New 
Orleans," and described in glowing colors, 
the atrocious murder, and robbery to the 
amount of twenty-five thousand dollars ; . 
with a reward offered for the apprehension 
of the villian, and concluded by stating 
that a young man, who called himself 
George Allen, and had been employed as a 
clerk in this bank for about a year, was 
suspected ; as he was known to have become 
deeply involved in gaming, and to have 
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forged a note for a thousand dollars a few 
days previous, which was probably his mo- 
tive for comriiitting so atrocious a deed. 

The farmer was not a great proficient 
in the " art of reading" and always read 
straight on ; without looking to see what 
was coming next, he was therefore entirely 
unaware of the purport of this astounding 
information, until he had read his son's 
name. 

Then indeed he was sensible of the dread- 
ful nature of the news ; the paper dropped 
from his hands, and he sat apparently stu- 
pified by what he had read, unconscious of 
the agony of his wife who uttered a pierc- 
ing shriek, and exclaimed, " He is not 
guilty, I know he is not guilty;" then 
fainted and was carried to her chamber by 
the frightened domestics, who tried in vain 
to rouse Mr. Allen to a consdiousness of 
what was going on around him. Finding 
it impossible to make him notice anything, 
one of the men ran for the doctor, and meet- 
ing by the way Isaiah Rogers, and his lit- 
tle son, going to the cider mill with his load 
of apples, he told the news to him, adding 
that he believed Mr. Allen had lost his rea- 
son, for he could not be made to speak, or 
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take any notice of anybody, though he did 
not know but the news had killed his wife. 

The good duaker did not wait to hear 
more than half of the man's story, before 
he dismounted from his cart, and tying the 
horse to a tree, told his little boy to '^run 
home and tell his brother Joshua to tackl^ 
one of the horses ; and bring his mother 
right over to Mr. Allen's," then, with the 
characteristic promptness of his benevolent 
mind, he ran to the house of this afliicted 
neighbor, and fonnd him still in the seat he 
occupied when the dreadful words first met 
his eye. 

There he sat ; his eyes fixed on vacancy, 
s the large veins in his forehead swelled al- 
most to, bursting, his mouth compressed, 
and his hands clenched, looking as though 
sudden grief had turned him to stone ; he 
returned no answer to the consolation Isaiah 
'•^II^Rpgers attempted to ofier, and the good 
Q,uaker became alarmed, " May Go^ have 
mercy on him," he exclaimed ; just at that 
moment the doctor entered, who said he 
must be bled immediately, or apoplexy 
might ensue such violent emotion. 

His muscular arm was bared by the sym- 
pathizing Q,uaker, and after a moment the 
blood began to flow freely. 
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This produced the desired effect. The 
unfortunate man heaved a deep sigh, and 
looked wildly round, then looking at the 
bandage on his arm, the color mounted to 
his brow, and faded as quickly as his eye 
caught the fatal paper, and shutting his 
eyes he groaned deeply as he muttered 
" wretched boy, a murderer ! O ! if he 
had died in the river, in his innocence ; I 
might have been spared this disgrace and 
misery to bring down my grey hairs to the 
grave ; ungrateful child, how could he for- 
get all my^ warnings and advice, to keep 
from bad company ; would to God he had 
died in his cradle." 

To this passionate lamentation, Isaiah 
Rogers did not attempt to make any reply, 
for he would not inflict a deeper wound on 
the heart of the distressed father, by sug- 
gesting that had he conducted the educa- 
tion of his son on different principles, he 
would not now be mourning over his ruin. 

The wife of the good Quaker, who was 
as ready to exert herself to relieve distress 
as her benevolent husband, had instantly 
complied with the request, made by her 
little boy, and come to Mr. Allen's house, 
as soon as a horse could be harnessed ; and ^ 

*9 
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the tender and judicious treatment had re- 
covered the unfortunate mother from her 
deathlike swoon, before the physician suc- 
ceeded in restoring^ Mr. Allen to conscious- 
ness ; and when he went to her chamber, 
he found his assistance was not needed, so, 
recommending rest and care, he departed, 
leaving her in the care of her sympathizing 
nurse. 

It was a far easier task to console and 
comfort her than to alleviate the anguish of 
her husband ; he would listen to no pallia- 
tion of his boy's guilt, and no suggestion 
that he might have been unjustly suspect- 
ed, that there was no proof of his having 
committed so deadly a crime, and it wsis 
not probable he had, in so short a time, be- 
come so utterly abandoned, as to be both 
a murderer and a robber ; to all the sup- 
positions of the good Quaker, he paid no 
attention, and said he did not doubt the ac- 
cusation was well founded, and he should 
live to know that his only child, the object 
of all his hopes and wishes, had died upon 
the gallows. 

In vain did Isaiah Rogers attempt to 
lead his thoughts^to God, and entreat him 
to seek for comfort in prayer, and trust in 
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him who has said he came to heal the brok- 
en-he arted. There was no chord in his 
heart that would respond to such a senti- 
ment, and, like Cain, he felt his grief was 
too great for him to bear, but still proudly 
refused consolation.. 

Not so his wife ; woman's heart will 
fondly refuse to believe any wrong of those 
enshrined within it, even when no one else 
can doubt of their guilt.. God, in mercy 
to so gentle and helpless a being, gave Hope 
to be a guardian angel, to shield her in sor- 
row, and preserve her from despair. She is 
formed to confide her griefs and joys, in , 
some one, to seek a protector to whom she 
may look up for support and sympathy. 
Oh ! I do not envy men their firmness, as 
they term it ; the cold, stern philosophy, 
which teaches them to restrain feelings 
which migh^ find relief in indulgence, to 
scorn pity, proudly reject sympathy, and 
suffer in silence ; their hearts cased in the 
steel breast-plate of self control, may breal;, 
but will not bend ; such stern apathy may 
be more exalted, more noble than woman's 
weakness, but I pity them; unless they 
have yielded to the softening influence of 
the religion of the meek and lowly Jesus ; 
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and surely the pride of the haughtiest phi- 
losopher need not be wounded by submis- 
sion to the will of his God. 

Mrs. Allen never would even for a rao- 
ment, admit the possibility of George's guilt. 
She was sure he never would have commit- 
ted so atrocious a deed ; he was always ^o 
affectionate, so light-hearted, and so kind 
to every one. 

With these recollections of her son's ear- 
ly character, did this devoted mother fortify 
her mind, against the dark suspicion, which 
would sometimes intrude itself upon her ; 
a fear, that she should hear his guilt con- 
firmed. 

Her health rapidly declined. Anxiety 
preyed upon her vitals, but still she fondly 
cherished a hope which she would not re- 
veal, lest it should be taken from her, that, 
her beloved child t^rould yet come home to 
vindicate himself from the charge against 
him ; but she felt the truth, so beautifully 
expressed by the sacred writer, that " hope 
deferred, maketh the heart sick." Hers 
was indeed sick ; sick unto death, and she 
had no one to sympathize with her, or to 
whom she might confide her feelings, as her 
husband forbade any allusion to his wretch- 



THE ONLY SON. 10$ 

ed son, and she dared not incur his displeas* 
ure, by disobeying his command. 

In his heart, wounded pride and disap- 
pointed ambition seemed to predominate 
over all the more tender feelings ; at l6ast 
love for his son, and grief, a father's grief, 
were not the strongest emotions in his 
breast. 

He had relied too much on his son's ac- 
knowledged talents and expected too much 
from him, to bear disappointment with res- 
ignation. 

While he had been uncertain of George's 
fate, and doubtful whether he had not fall- 
en a victim to a southern climate, he felt 
disposed to think he had been unjustly ex- 
pelled from college, and to call his miscon- 
duct by no harsher name than youthful fol- 
ly ; but now that his name had been con- 
nected with crime ; and he could no longer 
doubt that he was utterly unprincipled, his 
feelings were changed, and seemed to par- 
take of the nature of resentment towards 
his child, for having so disgraced himself. 

The winter passed away, and another 
spring and summer smiled upon the farm- 
ers ; another plentiful harvest had filled their 
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barns and store-houses with plenty : bat still 
the parents of George knew nothing con- 
cerning him; and with aching hearts con- 
trasted their situation with that of their 
neighbors, especially the happy family of 
the good Quaker, who was now enjoying the 
result of the good principles he had taught 
his children. 

The merry months of harvesting were 
over, and winter, with its chilling breath 
and icy fingers, had stripped the trees of 
their verdure, and covered the earth with a 
mantle of snow. 

It was on a cold evening in January, when 
Mr. Allen and his wife were sitting by their 
warm fire ; the maple logs were piled high 
in the large fire-place, and sent up a bright 
blaze, diffusing a generous warmth throiigh- 
out the whole room, while the crackling of 
the flames, and snapping of the wood, seem- 
ing to promise so much comfort, were con- 
trasted with the dismal sound of the north- 
east wind, as it howled through the trees. 

A violent storm was gathering, black 
clouds were flying in rapid succession before 
the wind ; the forest trees groaned, and 
their branches creaked, and swung in the 
blast. 
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The deep waters of the Connecticut went 
hurrying on, with a sullen, rushing sound, 
and their hue weis dsirk as night, except the 
tops of the waves, as they were lashed into 
foam by the tempest. 

The air weis soon filled with snow, whirl- 
ing about in every direction ; and as the 
fury of the storm increased, it was almost 
impossible to breathe in the open air, and 
any one would not have been able to see 
the distance of a yard before him, the snow 
fell so fast and thick. 

In the midst of this war of elements, a 
man was struggling through the snow, up 
the road toward Mr. Allen's farm ; he was 
meanly and tlynly clad, and his strength 
seemed to be nearly exhausted; still he 
kept on, stopping every moment to turn his 
back to the driving sleet, and take breath ; 
he proceeded but slowly, and soon felt that 
his strength was fast failing ; it was with 
difficulty that he could keep his footing, 
and as his feet, beimmbed with cold, 
and wearied with the fatigue of travelling 
all day, slipped in the drifting snow, he de- 
spaired of reaching any house, before his 
exhausted frame should sink in the accu- 
mulating heaps of snow, which he feared 
would be his grave. 
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Suddenly, as the road turned, he saw a 
light, which appeared to come from a dwell- 
ing-house ; its trembling rays seemed to 
infuse new life into the tired stranger ; for a 
few moments he pressed on with renewed 
rigor, but when he had struggled tip the 
hill, and was very near the house, he sud- 
denly lost sight of his beacon light, and 
after plunging through the snow-drifts a 
few moments, his wearied limbs could no 
longer support him ; despairing and chilled, 
he sunk on the ground, and resigned him- 
self to death. 

Efe shouted with all his strength again 
and again, but his voice was lost in the tu- 
mult of the storm. 

If he had known how near he was to a 
place of safety and comfort, he might have 
reached it ; but he had wandered out of 
the road, and crossing a meadow, had come 
behind the house in such a direction, that 
the barns hid it entirely from his sight, 
when believing that the light had been 
only a fancy, or that deceptive appearance 
which is so often seen near swamps and 
low places, he felt all eflbrt to be vain ; and 
was now lying almost insensible within a 
hundred yards of a shelter from the pierc- 
ing cold. 
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At the same time, Mr. Allen and his wife 
were sitting before their glowing fire, lonely 
and mournful ; they had just recollected 
that this was their son's birth-day, when he 
was, if living, twenty-two years of age ; 
they could not but remember, that seven- 
teen years before, they had sat by this same 
fireside, rejoicing over his rescue from the 
dark waters of the Connecticut ; and as they 
now listened to its sullen murmuring, they 
recalled all the hopes and fears, which agitat- 
ed their breasts while Isaiah Rogers exert- 
ed his utmost skill to restore life to the un- 
conscious child. 

Neither spoke ; but as the mother thought 
how she had sat at evening in this very 
room, at their return, and held her sleeping 
boy cradled on her bosom, and watched, 
with all a niother's feelings, his infant feat- 
ures reposing their silent beauty, as his 
dimpled cheek was curled by a smile when 
bright dreams were flitting through his in- 
nocent mind, her heart swelled almost to 
bursting with its bitter emotions. 

"WTiere, she thought, is that head repos- 
ing now ? perhaps in the depths of the 
ocean, preyed upon by the frightful mon- 
sterSy that fill its dark abyss, perhaps he i» 
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dying in some foreign dungeon, or he may 
be perishing in the snow at this very mo- 
ment, without a shelter for his frozen 
hmbs. 

As this last thought crossed her mind, 
she rose, and going to the window, looked 
out through the storm ; nothing was visi- 
ble, but the masses of whirling, drifting 
snow, which were piled up before the door, 
and she turned shuddering away, and re- 
sumed her seat by the fire. 

A few moments after, one of the men 
came in, and with an expression of fright 
on his rude features, exclainied, " Do pray. 
Mister Allen come out, John and I have 
found a man, frozen to death, or most to 
death, behind the barn. I and he went 
out to see to the creturs, before we went 
to bed, and be sure they was comfortable, 
such an awful cold night ; and while we 
was a putting horse blankets on to them, 
we heajrd a kind of a groaning close to us ; 
we went out, and hunted all round in the 
snow, and there was a man, in one of the 
great snow-drifts, so I come back to get you 
to help us to bring him in." 

All the time the fellow had been telling 
his story Mr. Allen was putting on his 
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great coat and fur cap, for he had started at 
the first sentence, as if an adder had bitten 
him and his wife uttered a scream, at the oc- 
currence, so much in accordance with her 
own thoughts. Perhaps the same thought 
had presented itself to her husband, for his 
countenance seemed agitated witn some 
strong emotion, as he prepared himself to go 
out : in a moment he was equipped to brave 
the cold, and accompanied the man to the re- 
lief of the sufferer with some blankets to 
wrap him in. 

It required their utmost strength to carry 
the unconscious being, even that short dis- 
tance. Twice they were obliged to stop 
before they could reach the house. 

Mr. Allen directed them to carry the man 
into the room where his wife was, and they 
laid him on a sofa before the fire. 

It was soon ascertained that he was not 
dead, for his heart still beat, though very 
faintly. 

Exertions were instantly made to recov- 
er him, and as Mrs. Allen anxiously watch- 
ed their effect, the' image of her son 
returned again and again to her imagination. 
The thought rushed into her mind, as 
she looked on the unfortunate being before 
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her, perhaps this wanderer was her child ; 
but as she looked at him again, she could not 
for a moment, cherish it. 

The stranger appeared to be a young man, 
butvery diflferent from* her idolized boy ; his 
face was extremely emaciated, as though he 
had suffered much from disease or want, his 
complexion was dark, and George's was 
very fair. Oh ! it could not be, that he had 
altered so much in so short a time ; she 
recalled his image as she last saw him, his 
step was light, and firm : his cheek flilshed 
with the rich color of youth, and his bright 
blue eyes beamed with health and happi- 
ness. She wished the stranger would open 
his eyes, for George's eyes were very pe- 
culiar, a clear dark blue, with long dark 
lashes which gave them an expression sin- 
gularly fascinating. 

The warmth of the room, and the means 
used for his restoration soon revived him ; 
and as the chilled blood flowed more freely 
through his veins ; he commenced talking 
in an indistinct manner ; the tones of his 
voice brought tears to the mother's eyes — 
they were so hollow, and told so pleiinly of 
recent suffering ; at first his voice was so 
low, and his words so inarticulate, they 
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could not be understood, but as his con- 
sciousness returned, they could hear a fe,w 
broken sentences. 

The first articulate words were miu'pfiur- 
ed without opeuing his eyes ; slowly and 
with diflBiculty, the anxious listeners com- 
prehended him, **It was not a light — it 
was a spirit — "he muttered — then with 
a shudder he whispered " I knew him, it 
was Azs lantern — there was bloodon his fore- 
head — he was lighting my way to death — " 
a shuddering so violent that it shook the 
couch on which he lay, was succeeded by 
a few moments of rest so still, that his pre- 
servers doubted if he breathed. 

The next words, sent a thrill to the hearts 
of his listeners. " Dying '^ — he murmur- 
ed, with closed eyes — "dying — and so 
near home : there was the old elm tree — 
I saw the long branches — dying after hav- 
ing come so far — I am almost there, the 
light — did it come from home — O ! my 
mother, '^ — and with the last words, a deep 
long drawn sigh, burst from him, and he 
opened his eyes with a wild stare, full upon 
Mrs. Allen, who was gazing at him with an 
expression of intense anxiety ; the moment 
their glance met hers, she screamed, " it is 
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he ! it is my child ! I know those blue eyes ; 
nothing can change them, or make me for- 
get them, and this is his hair too, " said she, 
passing her hand through the heavy, dark 
curls,that clustered round his pale forehead, 
" O ! why did I not know him before ? " 

** It cannot be he, " said her husband, 
who was not less agitated than herself, " he 
does not look like George." 

"I tell you it is he, who should know 
so well as a mother, I am sure it is he ; poor 
boy, how he has suffered, to alter him sa 
dreadfully." 

It was but a short time, before the trav- 
eller was suflBciently recovered, to sit up, 
and look round him ; at first with a vacant 
stare, but as his eye rested on one familiar 
object, after another, an expression of re- 
collection gradually brightened his face, un- 
til his glance sought Mrs. Allen, who stood 
with parted lips, and palhd countenance, 
watching his movemeAts. 

The change that came over his face was, 
instantaneous. His eyes flashed, and the co- 
lor mounted to his brow, as springing to 
her, he exclaimed, "my mother " ! 

The sound of that word, so long unheard, 
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entirely overpowered her, and she sunk in- 
to her son's arms insensible. 

The certainty that the poor wanderer 
was his long lost son, almost deprived the 
father of consciousness ; he leaned over 
him, as he sunk on the sofa, exhausted by 
his violent emotion, and kissed his brow, 
and wasted, pallid cheek ; with more than 
a father's fondness — and sobbed aloud, in 
the excess of mingled joy /md sorrow. 

The men who stood looking on, showed 
almost as much feeling as their master, and 
for some time their sunburnt faces were 
wet with tears. 

His guilt was all forgotten by his fond 
parents, and they rejoiced as though he had 
never sinned. 

The next morning it was soon known 
all over the village, that George Allen had 
returned to his home, and many, who had 
pitied his sorrowing parents in their loneli- 
ness, hastened to congratulate them. 

Among the first were the Quaker and his 
wife, and the tears stood in the good old 
man's eyes, and his voice was choked, as 
he looked on the young man who had but 
a few years before rejoiced in the fulness of 
health and happiness. 
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He was indeed fearfully altered Vice 
and profligacy had destroyed his constitu- 
tion, and brought him to a prematiure old 
age ; his form was bent, his face was per- 
fectly colorless, except a hectic spot on his 
cheeks, that glowed with a feverish heat ; 
and his eyes, those beautiful eyes, were 
deep-sunk, and sparkled with all the brill- 
iancy of disease. 

It was evident that consumption, that 
merciless destroyer, had set its seal upon 
him, and that he had returned to the home 
of his childhood only to die. 

He came forward to meet Isaiah Rogers 
with a wildness of look and manner that 
•startled the old man, and he murmured as 
he gave him his burning hand, " O ! if I 
had recollected your prayer, if I had not 
forced myself to forget it, I might now be 
happy — but it is too late — ^it is too late/' 

In a conversation a few days after, with 
Friend Rogers, George gave him such a de- 
scription of his life after he left New Orleans, 
as made the good man's blood curdle with 
horror. 

He had been an actor in scenes of vice 
and crime, the foremost in all, his mind 
had become inured to the most daring im- 
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pioty, and the most shameless proflicacy, 
until every trace of vu'tuous feeling, seem- 
ed entirely obliterated. 

When the good duaker urged him with 
the earnestness of a true Christian, to repent 
and seek for pardon through the death of 
his Redeemer, he answered with bitterness, 
" I cannot ; I feel remorse, deep bitter re- 
morse, for my past conduct, but no desire 
for pardon. I have denied the Son of God, 
I have ridiculed the Bible, and I dare not 
even think of him." 

In vain did the pious man remln(^him of 
the thief on the cross, who was pardoned 
at his execution, and of the promise of our 
Saviour; "Whosoever cometh unto me I' 
will in no wise cr#.t out." To all his ar- 
guments the wretched young man replied, 
*^for himself there was no hope, he had 
sinned against his own conscience, he had 
gone forward resolutely and determinedly 
in the path to destruction, he had stifled 
the first murmurs of warning, and self-re- 
proach, and now he must take the conse- 
quences." 

Every day beheld him weaker, and 
weaker, ^nd it was evident to all who saw 
him, that death would not be cheated of 
his prey. 
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Such was the sympathy felt for the dis- 
tressed family, and so plain was it to all 
who saw George Allen, that a few months, 
at most, must consign him to the silent 
grave, that abhorrence of his crime, was 
lost in pity for his fate ; and no ope who 
had known him, when all was bright to his 
young mind, was hard-hearted enough, to 
wish to add bitterness, to the overflowing 
cup of sorrow and sufiering, which the 
youthful sinner must drain to the very 
dregs, by exposing him to justice. 

Even avarice, which would have tempt- 
ed some to have given information against 
him, for the sake of reward, was not able 
to resist the silent sorrow of the parents, 
and the emaciated fom) of the sufferer, his 
pale face glowing with the unearthly beau- 
ty of disease, and it was silenced by the 
voice of compassion, pleading in their 
hearts, and the .probability that he would 
not live until a letter could reach New Or- 
leans. 

It would be cruel, they • said, not to al- 
low the wretched young man to die in 
peace ; after he had been a homeless wan- 
derer, so long. 

The kind feeling toward him, and his 
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having travelled to his home under a feign- 
ed name ; with the retired habits of the 

good people of S prevented George 

Allen's return from being known to any 
without the villsige ; and the afflicted pa- 
rents were spared the agony, of seeing their 
dying child taken from them, to endure the 
ignominy of a public .trial, and the horrors 
of a prison. 

As the spring, that season so welcome 
to youth and health, approached with its 
soft winds, his strength failed rapidly, and 
he felt that he should not see another sum- 
mer. 

His mind did not partake of his body's 
weakness ; but retained its vigor and brill- 
iancy, unimpaired ; and the future was a 
theme on which he brooded constantly, his 
fervid imagination giving a dark and^ fear- 
ful coloring to all his thoughts. 

Mercy and pardon, he would not think 
of. His whole soul was occupied with the 
fearful certainty, which he could not escape, 
of £l judgment day, and the doom which 
awaited him ; but even now, his emotions 
toward God, partook more of hatred, and 
sullen resistance, than of repentance or 
fear. 
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His mother watched over him with ago- 
nizing tenderness, and still with the fond 
incredulity of deep affection, refused to 
give up the hope, that, ^^ when spring came 
he would he better ; as soon as he could go 
out in the fresh air, and visit all his favorite 
walks, through the meadow, and down to 
the old elm tree by the river, and up to the 
maple wood ;" she '* knew he would recov- 
er his strength." 

Alas! for woman's love, it will trust, 
and hope, until the bbject of affection is 
snatched from her retaining grasp, by death ; 
and the strong ties of love, which were en- 
twined round her heart so firmly, are so 
rudely broken, that she yields up her own 
life in the struggle. 

His father, with better judgment, refused 
to cherish so delusive a hope, and watched 
in silent agony, the rapid progress of his 
son's disease, and saw all effort to restore 
him to health prove abortive. 

One beautiful evening in May, George 
desired to be carried to the window, that he 
might see the last rays of the setting sun. 

For some days previous he had been 
much worse, and at times delirious, but 
this eifternoon he had been calmer, and even 
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expressed a hope that he might recover; 
for it is well known that a groundless ex- 
pectation of recovery, long after the most 
sanguine have given up all hope, is one of 
the most affecting features of consumption. 

George was, at his earnest request, placed 
in an easy chair in front of the window, 
that he might gaze once more at the scenes 
of his childhood. 

Isaiah Rogers came in, and seated him- 
self by the dying man, and the group would 
have been a fine subject for a painter. 

The young man was gazing with a 
swelling heart, on the loved objects, which 
presented themselves to his view. 

Death had set his seal on him, too plain- 
ly for any to mistake it. 

His dark blue eyes were fearfully bright, 
and there was a startling expression of 
hopeless anguish in their quick glances; 
his thick hair clustered in heavy curls 
around his hollow temples, making, in 
their neglected beauty, a striking contrast 
with his pale forehead, and emaciated face. 

His cheeks were burning with fever, and 
his mouth. Oh ! how plainly it told of suf- 
fering, the parted lips, parched with dis- 
ease, and the teeth, so dazzling in their 
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whiteness, the unnatural whiteness which 
•ttends this appalling complaint. 

Beside him stood his mother, supporting 
his head ; she looked weary, and anxious, 
but not hopeless, she had attended him 
night and day, and her countenance show- 
ed the effect of much watching, and sor- 
row. 

The unhappy father stood opposite, and 
there could not be found a more striking 
contrast than there was between him and 
Friend Rogers. 

Though the duaker was several years 
older, he looked much younger ; his brow 
had not been furrowed by care or anxiety, 
and his honest, ruddy countenance spoke 
in unequivocal language of the peace and 
happiness which filled his breast, while 
Mr. Allen's face was thin and pale, and 
looked like that of an old man ; his hair, 
had, within the last three years, changed 
from a bright brown to a dull gray, and his 
whole air and manner was that of one ab- 
sorbed with some corroding care. 

George's restless glance wandered over 
the bright scene before him, with an ex- 
pression of tenderness, and a wish to re- 
main among those haimts of his boyhood, 
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which he well knew was not to be realized. 

A fairer scene than that, man never look- 
ed upon. The majestic river, swollen by the 
snows of winter, rushed by, its blue waters 
sparkling in the sunbeams, and reflecting 
in its clear depths, the warm soft tints 
of the evening sky, in blended hues of 
pink, purple, and that rich golden radiance, 
which is so indescribable, and so beautiful ; 
and the trees, in their fresh verdure, the 
lords of the forest, with bright green foli- 
age, contrasted with the gayer apple trees, 
covered with blossoms. 

The grass had that soft fresh color, so 
peculiar to spring, and the favorite old elm, 
under which George had so often played, 
waved in the gentle breeze, as though re- 
joicing in its own strength. 

Over all this beauty the sick man cast 
a longing, wishful glance, then turning 
from the window, his eyes met those of the 
duaker resting on him with an expression 
of pity and sympathy, which went to his 
heart. 

He closed his eyes, and the hot tears forc- 
ed their way, from between the tightly 
closed lids, and wet his cheek ; his fancy 
had recalled that scene of his childhood 
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which had ever been present to his mind in 
moments of reflection, the expression on 
the good old man's face was the same 
which met his eyes, when he first awoke 
from the unconsciousness which had seem- 
ed so hke death, after his rescue from the 
river. 

The Quaker's prayer came back to his 
memory in all its fervent, humble piety, 
and he murmured, " would to God that day 
had been my last, and I had died in my in- 
nocence." 

These words, faintly as they were utter- 
ed, reached the ears of his silent attendants, 
and sent a bitter pang to the father's heart ; 
he recollected the words of Isaiah Rogers, 
when he prayed that the child might, be 
preserved from temptation and sin, and he 
felt, that he had not given his boy any suf- 
ficient motive to restrain him from sin, or 
any principles to guard him from tempta- 
tion. 

The Quaker read his thoughts, and ven- 
tured to seize the opportunity of pressing 
upon George the necessity of repentance, 
and preparation for death. 

He had never spoken on the subject be- 
fore Mr. Allen, because he thought it wrong 
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to excite George in the weak state of his 
nerves, willing rather to risk his eternal 
happiness ; than endanger his present com- 
fort, but now he would not refrain, espec- 
ially as he feared from the young man's 
appearance, he should never see him again 
alive. 

At the mention of this painful subject, 
George started and the color fled from his 
cheek. 

"It is useless to speak to me ;" said he 
bitterly, " as to repentance, I do not, can- 
not feel it, I rejected and despised the Sa- 
vior, when I might have been pardoned, 
and now I tell you he will not accept of 
my submission, should I offer it. 

To this, the pious man, answered by 
many quotations from Scripture to prove 
the willingness of our Father in heaven to 
receive and pardon repentant sinners, but 
he labored in vain to convince George that 
there was still hope for him, and when he 
had talked long aud earnestly, the unhap- 
py young man exclaimed fiercely, " I tell 
you it is vain to argue with me, I cannot and 
I will not pray for forgiveness ; how can 
you expect a heart which was never taught 
love or obedience to God, to feel it now, 

IT* 
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after a life of sin and impiety ? I repeat 
to you,'^ said he with glowing cheeks and 
flashing eyes, " I have lived an infidel, and 
an infidel I shall die, not that I do not be- 
lieve in the existence of a Supreme Being, 
I knoiD that but too well, but I cannot /ee^ 
it. And even if God would pardon me 
now, and receive me into heaven at death, 
it would be no heaven to me. I should 
take no pleasure in the company of pure 
and holy beings ; how could I, who have 
all my life despised and ridiculed religion, 
spend an eternity in worshipping God ? it 
would be torment to me." 

To this, Friend Rogers could return no 
answer, and the wretched father groaned 
aloud. 

His son turned to him and said, " father 
and mother, I would not unnecessarily 
wound your feelings, but I must say, that 
had you, when I was a child, taught me to 
look to the Bible for my principles of action, 
had you learned me to control myself, and 
more than all, had you never encouraged 
me to warm in my bosom the viper intem- 
perance, which led me into bad company, 
I might now be happy, 

My taste for ardent spirits, which was 



THE ONLY SON. 127 

created in my childhood, led me into tempt- 
ation ,• it destroyed my love for study, and 
made me an easy prey to those who sought 

my ruin, it degraded me to a mere 

slave of sensual pleasure. 

At the very moment you were rejoicing 
in my rescue from the river, you were teach- 
ing me to love the poison which has cor- 
roded my very soul. 

I well remember the sweet mixture that 
was given me to restore warmth to my 
chilled limbs ; far better if they had been 
chilled forever, than warmed by that de- 
stroying fire." 

He sunk back exhausted by his emotion, 
and was, a few moments after, assisted to 
his bed, where he soon found a temporary 
relief in sleep. 

About midnight he awoke in a high fever, 
and raved incoherently for some time about 
a crime he said he had committed, but his 
parents could not comprehend much of what 
he said, he spoke so rapidly, and so indis- 
tinctly. 

After a short interval of rest, as his agi- 
tated parents stood by his bed-side anxiously 
watching his death-like coimtenance, he sud- 
denly opened his eyes, and looking earnest- 
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ly at his father, asked, " did you say there 
was no God ? that jt was merely ' the na- 
ture and fitness of things'' — the affinity of 
particles to each other, that produced the 
Universe." " But," said he, after a moment's 
silence, "the soul! the soul! who made 
that ? ay, who made that f is it possible it is 
only a higher instinct ? memory, memory !" 
he exclaimed with a vehemence that made 
his hearers start, "will that too be annihi- 
lated ? Oh eternity ! " he murmured, closing 
his eyes convulsively, as though to shut 
out some frightful image, 'and he continued 
talking to himself in alow whispering tone. 

"It is blood, and I cannot wa^ it off, my 
soul is dyed with it, it came from his fore- - 

head -^ Oh ! how his eyes glare at me — 

— he is lying in that dark vault 1 know 

you, spirits, you are come for me, but I 
tell you there is no God." 

Conscience was awake, memory was 
bringing before the dying man all the ag- 
gravated guilt of his past life ; and the 
unhappy votary of a cheerless skepticism, 
was vainly endeavoring to drive away his 
fears, by a continual recurrence to that, in- 
genious sophistry which had once appealed 
so conclusive. 
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It has been most truly said that man 
may Uve an infidel, but cannot die one. 
The death bed of the elegant Hume, and 
the ingenious Voltare, those giants in infi- 
delity, would sufficiently prove it. 

Death, in all his horrible reality, was rap- 
idly approaching his victim ; his excite- 
ment became fearful, and he shouted, " I 
tell you there is no God ! it is mere super- 
stition, you never saw him, how then do 
you know he exists ? — Oh ! that dead man, 

ho%o he looks at me, 1 did not intend 

to killYiim Oh, Adelaide,'' he murmured 

in a softer tone, covering his face with his 
hands, " do not look so mournfully at me, 
I do love you, indeed I do ; — but what have 
I to do with her ? she will be in heaven, 
and /, could / go there ? no, no, they would 
see the blood on my ^oul, they would see 
the hatred in my heart, the Savior ;WOuld 
turn and look at me, and I could not. bear 
that look ; no I have no place in heaven 

— how I should hate those holy angels — 

— I would teach them to rebel against their 
Tyrant" but there is no God I 

Exhausted by his own violence, the un- 
happy sufierer lay perfectly still, for a long 
time, breathing with great difficulty ; when 
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he spoke again, it was still on eternity, 
" Ha ! " said he, " are you there ; have you 
come to accuse me, — * it is false, I did not 
intend to kill you — it was accident, not 
design ; why do you all look at me ? Oh, 
I cannot hide my heaf^t — God is looking 
at it — how fearfully he frowns upon me." 

A shudder passed, over his frame — it was 
the touch of the destroying angel. 

" I am cold,''* he said, " the snow is drift- 
ing over me, must I perish here, so near my 
home, my own home ? I see the elna, there 
is the swing on its branches ; must f freeze 
to death ? the light is gone,'no there it comes, 
he is carrying it. Oh ! now it is dark." He 
hid his face in his hands, and lay a moment, 
in a convulsive fit of shuddering which 
shook the bed, then suddenly looking up, 
" Why will you suffocate me?" he gasped, 
open the windows, open them, the air is 
hot as fife, it is fire, shall I breathe it for- 
ever ?" his father stepped to the window to 
unclose it, but before he had opened it, the 
immortal spirit was in eternity, and the last 
word he uttered was, " eternity ! there is 
none!^^ 

The window was unclosed, the fresh 
morning air came laden with perfume, into 
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that chamber of death, and the bright rays 
of the rising sun shone full on the convuls- 
ed features of the ghastly corpse. 

Alas, for that soul! Intellect, educa- 
tion had not fitted him for heaven ; science 
had poured her light upon his mind ; lit- 
erature had spread her varied stores before 
him, and his noble mind had enriched it- 
self with all the treasures which human in- 
tellect can grasp ; all, all was vain, and 
worse than vain, as it made his responsibil- 
ity greater, and rendered him more acutely 
sensible to mental suffering ; without faith 
in the Divine Redeemer, it availed nothing. 
That glorious soul, with all its exalted qual- 
ities, had passed the " dark valley of the 
shadow of death," with no faith to sustain 
it in that dreadful moment, -r- no hope of a 
better world ; but a dark uncertainty before 
it, a fearful expectation of retributive justice. 

Isaiah Rogers and his kind-hearted* wife 
came to comfort the bereaved parents, but 
what comfort could they give ? They 
knew there was no hope for the departed 
soul. The wretched father said in the ac- 
cents of despair, he is to be eternally miser- 
able, and I must meet him in another world, 
and hear his reproaches for my neglect. Oh ! 
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it is I who have killed his soul, I am worse 
than a murderer, for I have killed his soul. 

" Do not speak so, my friend, give thy 
heart to thy God, said the Quaker, " He 
will comfort thee, though I cannot." 

"God will not listen to me, if I should 
ask for pardon ; my sin is too great for par- 
don, he entrusted to my care an immortal 
soul, and how have I fulfilled my trust. 
No, there is no hope for me." 

The good duaker was sifiected even to 
tears, by the anguish of the unhappy man ; 
especially as he could not deny the truth of 
his assertions ; all he could do was to pray 
with him, and for him, and entreat him to 
seek consolation where alone it could be 
found. 

Vainly did Mr. Allen mourn over the 
memory of his son, and bitterly regret his 
own unfaithfulness. 

His wife seemed broken-hearted, but her 
sorrow was of a gentler nature, than the de- 
spair of her husband. She listened readily 
to the wife of the good duaker, as she led 
her thoughts to the mercy of God, who is 
ever ready to listen to the penitent sinner, 
and who has said, " Come, all ye that are 
weary and are heavy laden, and I will give 
you rest." 
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Her spirit, wounded and broken with sor- 
row, needed support, and she eagerly listen- 
ed to the promises contained in the Gospel ; 
submission and repentance, were not at va- 
riance with her gentle heart, and though 
she never ceased mourning for her lost son, 
she became a true Christian, and looked for- 
ward to another world for the happiness she 
did not expect in this. 

Her health had been too much impaired 
by watching and anxiety, to be again restor- 
ed, and she grew weaker every day. Her 
husband watched over her with an agony 
which knew no bounds. He was too much 
absorbed with sorrow, to listen to any other 
subject, and his wife had the misery of 
thinking, she must not hope to meet either 
husband or son, in another wotld. 

God pitied her in her affliction, and one 
morning in August she asked to be placed 
in the same chair George had sat in, the eve- 
ning before he died, and seated at the win- 
dow, she looked out on the same scene he 
looked on last, but the fruit trees were now 
laden with fruit, instead of blossoms, the 
fields were covered with the waving grain 
ripe for the sickle, and the Connecticut 
now flowed calmly by, much narrower than 

12 
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in the spring, when the torrents from the 
hills had been pouring their annual tribute 
into its bosom. 

The wife of Isaiah Rogers was with her 
sick friend, and her husband sat by her 
side, holding her thin pale hand in his. 

The change from sadness to joy on her pal- 
lid countenance, was noticed by her atten- 
tive husband as she mentally thanked God 
for his mercy to her, and turning to the 
kind woman who had watched her declining 
health with so much tenderness, she thank- 
ed her fervently for all her kindness. 

For a moment her utterance seemed ob- 
structed, and her husband sprang to her 
side ; for he had been walking the room with 
an expression of bitter feeling on his man- 
ly face. « 

The pain was but for a moment, she look- 
ed calmly in her husband's face, and said, 
with a sweet smile, " Farewell my dearest 
friend, I hope to meet you in abetter world, 
where there shall be neither sickness nor 
sorrow; farewell." 

She closed her eyes ; a sUght convulsion 
flitted across her mild features, and her 
peaceful spirit went to meet its Creator. 
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She had died without a struggle, and her 
husband was left indeed alone. 

After the death of his wife, Mr. Allen 
seemed to take no interest in anything ; 
the business of the farm he has resigned en- 
tirely to the faithful Thomas, who has lived 
with him from childhood. 

The heart-broken man will see no one, but 
employs himself in visiting George's favor- 
ite haunts, the old elm, the meadow and 
the maple wood ; and still refuses any con- 
solation. 

He seldom talks to any one, and his form 
is bent with premature old age, for he is 
not yet fifty. 

The sad fate of his idolized boy, the 
overthrow of all his bright hopes and fond 
expectations, is the subject which engrosses 
his whole mind, and leaves no room for 
higher, holier thoughts. 

He thinks his sin in neglecting the soul 
of his child, and educating him without the 
fear of God, or love of the Bible, has for- 
ever excluded him from all hope of paxdon, 
or mercy, and he spends his whole time in 
vain thoughts, bitter feelings of remorse, 
and regret. 
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It is evident to all who see him, that his 
health is so enfeebled by sorrow and anxiety, 
he will soon be where the ^y'icked cease 
from troubling, and the weary are at rest. 
He is a lonely and heart-broken man. 
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